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come TALES AND SKETCHES. 



AN ACCOUNT OP THE LAST 
DERBY DAY. 

(eepoeted without having been to the race.) 

We are by no means a sporting character. We never 
kept a racer ; we do not care a straw which horse wins or 
loses ; and have about as much idea of what is meant by 
the fluctuation of the odds in the sporting divisions of the 
newspapers as we have of playing upon the ophicleide, — 
an instrument we never could bring ourselves to learn, for 
fear of some day tumbling into it and neyer being, heard 
of again. Neithjer did we ever make a bet on the course 
higher than half a dozen pairs of gloves with some dark-eyed 
Peri in lined muslin and guirlandes Josephine, or a foolish 
half-crown at a roulette-table — a very precarious chance in 
either case. We know as much of Tattersall's as Geoffrey 
Chaucer did of Musard's quadrilles : and yet we always 
look forward to the Derby as one of the greatest treats in 
the whole twelve months. 

With these sentiments, it may be conceived that we 
were not over-pleased at being compelled to stay in town 

B 
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on the last Derby day, — ^the more so, as we had already 
received seyeral invitations; and similar despatches to 
the following were continually dropping in :— 

No. I. 

[Hurried writing, and no wafer : brought by a little boy in 

buttons.] 
"DeabAx. 

^' Win yon have a go-in at a drag to Epsom ? It 
won't come to much — about 2L 10s, each, including feed. 
We shall take something better than cape and gooseberry. 
Let's know soon; and learn 'The Monks of Old' and 
' The Irish Quadrilles ' on your comet. 
** Yours always, 

" Habby :' 

" Lincoln's Inn.** 

This was refused, for obvious reasons hereafter stated. 
Besides^ we know how these parties always end, where 
the charm of female society is wanted to check the exu- 
'berance of youthful spirits. We joined one some time 
back, of which our last reminiscence is that of endeavour- 
ing to cut up a cold fowl with the cork-screw, and drink- 
ing champagne out of a mustard-pot. We have a feint 
idea of leaving the course with a thousand other vehacles, 
all jostling along in one whirling cloud of dust and con- 
fusion, and disputing about a turnpike ticket — somewhere, 
— and offering to decide the quarrel by the ancient ordeal 
of trial by battle with the toUman ; but this scene is as 
indistinct and evanescent as an unfixed daguerreotype. 

No. II. 
[Lace-work envelope, scented paper, medallion wafer, 
stamped with an unintelligible coat-of-arxns, and small. 
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formal, angular handwriting — a good specimen of ^'a 

style after six lessons."] 

" Mrs. ' is very kaffQr in being able to offer Mr. 

a seat in her limiitMl to Epsom. Should he feel 



inclined to join her party, ada early answer will oldige." 

This was received, and sIm refused, on Tuesday morn- 
ing. We w&te evidently ^ched upon to fill up a sudden 
hiatnd at the eleventh hour: besides, three veiy plain 
daughters, all single, and carrying flaring parasols all 
dilbrent, — servants in gaudy liveries, who would have 
made capital harlequins if pat into a kaleidoscope, — 
nothing for lunch but warm sandwiches and flabby 
cucumber, peppered with dust, — ^together with an air of 
intense parvenu dash flung o^rer the whole set-out, — aU 
these combined were too wemch even for the sake of a 
cast to the Derby. 

No. m. 

[A dirty piece of paper, folded ia that peculiar ingenious 
and intricate manner y^iaek only the infiecior orders 
can contrive; tdosed witli a common red wafer, onuip* 
tuented with Ave distinct impressions of the end of a 
watch-key.] 

^ Hond sir i Teke the librty to Inform you of A wan 
as will start from My shop on Wensday for The Darby td 
epsm for a Sovrin there And back and shall be onnord by 
your cumjmy from your obedi^it and Hambil servent 

" John Hreas." 

This was from our friend the greengrocer in the next 
street, and was gratefrilly declined, as was also the request 
from a neighbouring shopkeeper that we would inspect 
the celebrated six-and-sixpenny Derby blouse. But these 

b2 
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ivere not all the inducements to go. A kind friend, who 
resides close to the Downs, actually offered us a bed 
before and after the race. Placards of " superior four- 
horse coaches to Epsom" stared at us from every office in 
London; all the railways, annihilating every idea of 
space, endeavoured, we know not how, to prove that some 
of their stations were near the course, — ^we are not certain 
whether we were not told that the Eastern Counties was 
the best line to take ; and all the world seemed wrapped 
up in the idea that the Queen would grace the course, — 
hich not proving true, was a remarkable instance of the 
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Derby and hoax taking place on the same day. We 
believe the joke to be original ; if not, we humbly crave^ 
pardon for having introduced it. 

To be candid, the plain truth of the matter was, we 
could not afford the trip. The season had been, up to 
the period in question, comparatively very expensive, and 
much more gaiety was yet to follow, which would make 
a great diminution in our exchequer, although we inhabit 
chambers on the fifth floor in a cheap inn (of court), and 
contrive occasionally, by dint of extreme caution, to make 
the same pair of white trousers appear two consecutive 
days in Regent Street. But our darling boots — ^the espe- 
cial favourites with the bronze morocco tops and patent 
feet — ^had begun to evince the first symptoms of decline 
in the soles, brought on by over-waltzing. Moreover, 
the invincible stock, with the tiny bouquets embroidered 
thereon, seemed to have fallen out with our chin, imfor-' 
tunately " like a stubble land at harvest-home," and was 
also on the decay ; and a new black waistcoat of plain 
satin had been shot by some champagne, and tastefully 
ornamented with red spots, more palpable than pleasing, 
which rendered another absolutely necessary. We ai^ued 
with ourselves a long time, which controversy is always 
an obstinate one ; and at last, reflecting that tjie money 
which we should kick down at the Derby would go a 
great way towards replacing these things, if it did not 
actually cover the expense, we decided not to go» 

The instant we had come to this determination we 
assumed a calm resignation, which was almost super-^ 
natural, when the sacrifice which we had made is covl^ 
sidered. This lasted until the evening before the day, 
and then our first discomforts began. We gradually 
became restless and unea8y>, jfiMliog as satisfied as a per^ 
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son who, upo& pfrinciple alane, has given up attending a 
pleasant evening party "to go to bed early," and oo&« 
sequently lies awake until four in the morning, ^cturing 
to himself aU the time what is going on at the riunion in 
quei^on, and listening to chimerical comets-a-piston play* 
ing imaginary quadrilles, until every article on his wa«h- 
hand-stand appears having a dance to itself in derision. 

We went to the theatre to help out the evening ; aatd 
when it was over, not feding tired, we entered one of the 
night-taverns to supper. It was Evans', and the rooni 
was crowded with sporting men, — the two names *' Cold- 
venick" and ^^Attila" perpetually ringing in our ears. 
This reminded us too keenly of our position, so we mshed 
away to the Cyder Cellars : here the same subject Ibrmed 
the only topic of conversation. It was the same at the 
Albion and the Coal-Hole, — ^for in our nervous irritability 
we took supper at all, — ^we do not think we ever bolted so 
many poached eggs in our life; and finally, when we 
dropped into the Wrekin, where the usual talk is unmix- 
edly theatrical, we found the same two names still echoing 
in every comer of the room. We now gave up all ideas 
of distraction, and went moodily home to bed. 

We are not an early riser; but on the Wednesday 
ttioming a villanous clock that hangs in our room, whose 
alarum has obstinately refused to ring for many months, 
went off by itself at five in the morning, and roused us 
from a troubled slumber. In our anger we seized a boot 
that was within reach, and with a good aim entirely 
stopped its proceedings : — ^it will never ring more. Going 
to sleep again was out of the question. The momii^ was 
most lovely, and the bustle all over the house, even at 
that early hour, proved that the happy men who were 
to Epsom had jdit td Ly commenced their propara- 
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tions. Anon came an unwonted clatter of yehides in the 
thorough&re below ; every instant a fresh pidr of legs 
bounded up alternate stairs; and once in every ten 
minutes a knock was given at our door by one or other 
€i the floors, to borrow a corkscrew, a clothes>brush, a 
wicker-covered tumbler, a pepper-castor, or something of 
tile kind. These annoyances were brought to a climax at 
seven o'clock by the intrusion of a wretched boy, who 
insisted upon leaving a raised pdtS^ wUch, he said, we 
had ordered and paid for the day before, at some pie- 
builder's in the Strand. We sent a boot-jack after him: 
down stairs in extreme wrath ; forgetting at the moment 
that our own name being by no means exclusive or un- 
common, there was a mian on the ground-floor who revelled 
in ihe same felicitous cognomination. 

That universal eccaleobion, the sun, had been hatch- 
ing the countless events of the day into action for some 
hours— in plain terms, it was about ten o'clock — ^when 
we flni^d breakfast By that time our ne^hbours had 
an departed, and a sense of overwhelming wretchedness 
stole over us. Robinson Crusoe on his uninhabited island, 
and the Ancient Mariner who shot the albatross, in his 
lonely boat, — Jacques Balmat, when he got to the top of 
Mont Blanc, — and Sinbad the Sailor, when he got to the 
bottom of the Diamond Valley, — ^Mr. Green, the aeronaut, 
up in a balloon at an altitude of twelve thousand feet, — 
and Mr. Deane, the diver, amidst the sea-bound relics of 
the Boyal Geo^^ — ^Elizabeth Woodcock, when she was 
fcozen in the snow, — ^the only Sunday occupant of a Bow- 
street cell, having Mled to obtain bail,— a Greshara lec- 
tater, — ^the last man of the sea8on,-HDiay aU have their 
peculiar ideas of solitude, but they were eheerful to our 
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own loneliness. We were the left-behind of a pilgrim 
caravan,*— the locomotive oasis of a vast desert ! 

After walking up and down our room for about half an. 
hour, in the manner of a caged panther at the Surrejr 
Zoological Gardens during the fireworks from St. Angelo,< 
we determined to sally forth into the streets; and, 
mechanically following the sun, we bent our steps, towards 
tjie West. Several carriages on their way to Epsom 
passed us; we imagined their inmates looked upon us 
with pitying eyes, and perceived that we were completely 
within the rules of our own iU-temper. We felt almost 
ashamed of being seen, and we sought the retirement of' 
by-courts and passages. 

At the Regent Circus all was life and gaiety. The 
thoroughfare was literally blocked up with carriages about 
to start, on nearly all of which we recognized an acquaint- 
ance, who bawled out in a satirical and insulting manner,' 
*' I suppose we shall see you on the Downs." . One even 
pushed his cruelty so far as to inform us that we should 
find lobster-salad after the race at their drag on the hill. 
They went off,, and others arrived; we scarcely thought 
there were so many vehicles and horses in London as, 
until half-past twelve, collected between the County Fire- 
Office and Carlton Chambers. At length the very last 
turn-out rolled away down Regent Street; it seemed to 
be the tie that bound us to the world. ^' The last links* 
were broken;" and when we had followed it with our 
eyes until it diminished in the distance, and turned round 
the comer of Pall Mall, we could have cried for very 



The Quadrant was deserted as we strolled up it. Here 
and there two or tbrqe persons in thick boots, and badly^ 
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cut strapless trowsers, carrying dropsical umbrellas, were 
staring in at the shops ; but these, and others of the same 
uninteresting class, constituted the sole occupants of the 
colonnade. We turned sulkily into one of the billiard* 
rooms for distraction. There was no clicking of balls as 
we ascended the stairs ; the public salle was unoccupied ; 
the marker amusing himself, as markers always do, with 
countless endeavours to perpetrate impossible cannons* 
Our apparition did not interfere with his pastime. It was 
evident that he thought nothing of a man who could coolly 
walk into a billiard-room at the same instant that the 
horses were exercising in the Warren, — that we could be 
nobody worth caring for, or we should not be in London. 
He regarded us for a minute with a glance of mingled 
contempt and unconcern ; then whistled part of *^ Deh 
con /«/' out of tune, made a red hazard, drank some beer 
from a pewter-pot that stood on the mantelpiece, and 
continued his sport. 

The trottoir of Regent Street was equally lonely. It 
presented nothing but a line of imrelieyed hot pavement^ 
which blinded you to look at ; over which, at certain inter- 
vals, a few individuals were endeavouring to strut their 
little hour in the absence of the usual dashing fldneurs, 
like the German company attempting Norma upon the 
stage, and with the same scenery and appointments that 
had whilome been graced by Adelaide Kemble and her 
Yocal contemporaries. 

We had heard a great deal about Catlin's American 
Indians, — ^the Mandans, Ojibbeways, Stumickosucks, and 
other euphonical tribes, and we determined upon pa3ring 
them a visit at the Egyptian Hall, to carry on time. But 
Ihe same unpleasantly pursued us, — the exhibition had 
closed the day before, and there was nothing to be seen 
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bat a diagram of the Missouri Leiiathany and a notice tliat 
tiie romxL was to be let. As we turned away in sorrow, m 
Kew Bridge omnibus passed. Lucky ideal we had a 
pretty cousin at a young ladies' establi^ment at Tumham 
Green, and we would pay her a visit. " Ceat si geniil^-^ 
cPcumr tme heUe eousine,'* as Paul de Kock says : and, 
besides, perhaps we might see some of the other giads-^ 
who could tell? We hailed the omnibus, and, afiber 
waiting at the White Horse Cellar until we had inspected 
all the perambulating manu&ctores there offered for sale, 
we proceeded on our journey, and were finaUy put down 
at the seminary. 

After knocking twice at the door, hearing a bell ring 
inside, and seeing divers heads en papiUote bob up over 
the front blinds, and then bob down again with most ex-^ 
^ordinary celerity, we were allowed to enter, and were 
shown into a room that was the perfect picture of a school- 
parlour. There was a cabinet piano, (not for the pupils,) 
and a pair of globes : some chalk copies of French heads ; 
a vase of dead flowers, in greeni^ water, on the table ; 
and some worsted ones in a paper-basket on the cheffonier, 
planted in a bung wrapped roimd with frizzled green paper ^ 
straw spill-cases on the mantelpiece, and pasteboard card*- 
racks at the sides, adorned with little square views of gen«- 
tlemen's seats cut out of the last year's pocket-books, imd 
stuck on with gum. These things, together with a small 
table, on which were displayed a stuffsd bird, two blown^ 
glass ships, a guitar pincushion, and a pen-wiper made 
of little round bits of coloured cloth, with a transfer card* 
ease, completed tibie garniture of the room,-^not to omit 
two grape-jans, painted green, and covered with birds cut 
from chintz bed-fiimiture. The mistiess chanced to be 
ei^^Bged for a few minutes,-H3choolmistress^ always aie> 
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when jon ea]l><— during whick time we inspeeted the cim<v 
Bities of the room; listened to the jingling of the practising 
pkno through the wall, pitied the teacher, loid then begaii 
to ihmk what a godsend Bristol-board, perforated cards» 
azfed coloured flossHsilk must haye been to yoning ladies* 
establishments, until the mistress herself ^itered. Aceo* 
xnulation oi despair ! we were informed that, pursuant to 
agreement, some friends had called for our cousin that 
very morning about ten o'clock, to take her to Epsom! 
We made a most ungainly congi to the lady, and, quitting 
the house, savagely stopped an omnibus on the high-road, 
and, violently forcing our way into the interior, trayelled 
back to London. We then wandered— -we cannot tdl 
how, to Hungerford Market; and, having looked at all 
the shrimps and p^winkles until we knew them by heart, 
we inspected the preparations for the foot-bridge, and then 
made a foucpenny tour to Yauxhall in the '' Lightning'* 
steamboat, returning in the " Thunder" by way of variety. 
At last we found we were in the neighbourhood of scmie 
aequaintances^ who had been looking somewhat cold upon 
us lately, because we had not caUed to pay our reacts so 
often as we might have done. Lucky idea again! wa 
would endeavour to wipe off the stain upon our character. 
We knocked at the door and awaited an answer. Two 
maid-servants looked out from the open window of a draw- 
ing-room ne^td^or ; a parrot swore at us from across Ihe 
road ; and a hes^ elevated itself from the area, and gazing 
at us for a moment disappeared again. It was quite ^iain 
that we were an object of curiosity in the street. But the 
knock remained unanswered, and we attacked the lion's 
iffAji again, with an aecompanying tug at the belL After 
another delay an untidy woman opened the door about six 
inehes^ just enough to show us that the chain was up, and 
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peering from the aperture inquired what we wanted. On 
answering the question by another, whether the mistress 
of the house was at home ? we learnt that the whole partjr 
had " gone to Epsom," servants and all, and that she, 
the cook, was the only one left in the house. We insi- 
nuated a card between the door and the post, (which the 
woman received between her finger and thumb enveloped 
in her apron,) and rushed despairingly away. 
■ The longest day, however, will come to an end ; and 
evening at length arrived. We sauntered over to Ken- 
sington turnpike to see the crowds return ; and after wait- 
ing there an hour, a carrij^e ftill of friends drew up close 
to where we were standing, its progress being interrupted 
by the ticket-nuisance at the gate. There was a vacant 
place in the rumble, which, upon the invitation of the 
owner, we took possession of, heartity glad to have some 
one to speak to. We had barely taken our seat when 
another carriage drew up close to us — ^it was that of the 
people upon whom we had called during the day. One of 
the handsome girls of the family inquired how we had 
liked the race. We were ashamed at the moment to con- 
fess that we had not been ; and, not thinking that we had 
called at the house, we told her it was charmingly run. 
These good folks have since sent out invitations for an 
evening party, and we are not asked; we think they 
received our card on their return, and have imagined that 
we got somebody else to leave it, knowing that there was 
no chance of finding them at home. 

Our other friends, on whose carriage we were, had all 
been winners, and were returning home in high spirits to 
a capital supper, to which they were good enough to 
request our company. But we sted&stly refused, and got 
down at Waterloo Bridge, feeling no inclination to join a 
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party where all the conversation would necessarily turn 
upon an event which we knew nothing about. A com- 
fortable repast in our own chambers, did not put us in 
better hiunour, and we retired to bed at an early hour, 
after the dullest day we ever remember to have spent ; 
inwardly resolving never again to miss seeing the Derby 
run, even if we were compelled by circumstances to travel 
thither on the top of a ginger-beer cart. 
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Amidst the various inducements to loiter on your way 
which the streets of London continually present, there is 
one object that always possesses for us an irresistible 
attraction, far above all others ; and that is the peripatetic 
iheatre of our adored friend Punch. No matter how 
pressing our business — ^no matter how late for our ap- 
pointment we may be, or distant from the spot to which 
we are progressing, the instant we hear Punch's shrill 
expressive squeak, and behold the light framework of the 
scene of his gambols assuming a fixed perpendicular 
position, we bid a temporary adieu to aught else of conse- 
quence. And taking our place amongst the crowd of 
small boys, servant-maids, printers' devils, errand-carriers, 
and other street-frequenters that surround his temple, we 
are for the time lost to everything but the tricks and 
^cileries, the sly manoeuvres and deep-laid schemes, of our 
merry, bold, cowardly, deceitful, candid puppet. 
^ We are never ashamed of being caught gazing at Punch. 
Many of our friends — ^nice young gentlemen of the glazed 
boot and lemon kid-glove school — ^have severely reprobated 
lis for yielding to the inducements which the wooden hero 
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holds out to arrest our steps; but these chidiugs haye 
iuyariably gone in at one ear and oat at the other—- a 
curious OTerland journey across the brain, which no phi^- 
losopher has yet properly defined, although we hear of it 
hourly in society. We are not angry with our Mends, for 
eyerybody has his own ideas of refinement and gentility ; 
but we pity them. We regret that they allow themselyes 
to be deprived of much amusement and real laught^, 
from a mistaken notion of the commeM-faut. And if they 
are seen, what does it matter? There are puppets in 
society, whose tricks are similar to, and twice as mis- 
chievous as, the pranks of Pimch, whom it is thought no 
dii^race to gaze at. But this is one of the results of 
our Ei^lish ''fear-of-what-other-people-think.'* In Hie 
Champs Mys^es, the small rough braidies which the poor 
exhibitor of Punch places in front of his show are thronged 
with grown*-up and respectable people, who scream witb 
uncontrolled delight at his vagaries. The French eigoj 
themselves, because they do not quail, as we do, beneadi 
the opinions of their neighbours; and the same feeling . 
which allows them to ride in roundabouts and revolving 
ships, permits them equally to enter, heart and soul, into 
the performances of Punch, without caring whether any* 
body they know is r^arding them or otherwise. 

We cannot, however, disguise Ihe melan(dioly £Eust, that 
Punch is on the decline. It is true that he escaped the 
notice of the Metropolitan Police Act, and, whilst the 
dogs were emancipated from the trucks, he was permitted 
to bully and tease the hapless Toby to his heart's content; 
still, we fear his gl<»ies are departing. Commend us to 
the goodly times when Mr. Powell, the prince of *' motion- 
makers," set forth his exhibition ^' under the little Piazza 
in Covent Garden/' and the Opera at the Haymarket was 
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seriously injured by the concurrence; when the sparrows 
and chaffinches at the latter theatre, instead of perching 
on the trees, only put out the candles, and the ballet 
yielded in attraction to the pig that danced a minuet with 
Punch. The clever paper of Steele, that made Pope 
shake his sides as he read it, related to no commonplace 
performance. But, alas! the times are sadly changed. 
The Opera has resumed its sway, and a pas de deux 
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between Perrot and Cento is now thought superior to the 
celebrated opening dance between Punch and his consort. 

Punch loves to be in the world, although he affects 
retirement from a great thoroughfare. He rather inclines 
to a quiet street that debouches into the stream of popula- 
tion. Hence the cul-de-sacs in the Strand that lead 
towards the river are sometimes favoured by him ; for he 
is not annoyed there by passing vehicles, whilst he can 
attract a good audience from the foot-passengers. We 
have occasionally seen him at the bottom of Bemers 
Street; more frequently in the oflPshoots of Tottenham 
Court Koad; and very often in Castle Street, Leicester 
Square, his most favoured locality, where he collects a 
delighted crowd from the multitudes who are perpetually 
threading that extraordinary series of courts and arch- 
ways, combs, straw-bonnets, cold ham, false teeth, and 
portmanteaus, that leads from New Street towards the 
West-end. Here he revels in uncontrolled wickedness ; 
here his scream is more joyously shrill than in any other 
situation ; and here his performance is generally of a more 
prolonged nature, from the change of audience, than his 
spectators are usually favoured with. And yet we never 
saw the end of it— we do not believe any one ever did, for 
his antics are too often cut short by the paucity of the 
last collection of coppers which has been solicited in the 
inverted cymbal. 

Our ideas of Punch are of a mysterious and inexplicable 
kind. We cannot quite divest ourselves of the opinion, 
that he is not altogether an inorganic body — a mere com- 
pound of wood, calico, and dirty paint. We confess it 
without shame,' we should not sleep tranquilly in our bed 
if Punch were lying on the toilet-table. , We should feel 
more at our ease if we locked him up in a drawer pre- 
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vious to retiring to rest, because then we should know 
there was not such a chance of his amusing himself during 
the night by beating the back of our head with his all- 
powerlul cudgel. Even in his own abode, although we 
are distinctly aware that there is a man in a fustian jacket 
and corduroy trousers, with lace-up boots, directing his 
actions, we still concentrate all our ideas of vitality there 
enclosed in our frolicsome hero. The other persons of 
the drama are mere puppets, subservient to the proper 
performance of the comedy ; but Punch is an exception to 
them. We can imagine him, when the show is over, 
carrying his pugnacious disposition into the oblong box 
that encloses him and his companions, and thrashing them 
with the same merciless vigour when shut up in the afore- 
said case, as he did when he figured in public. 

Whenever we see a Punch's show, we look upon the 
chief actor as the same being we have witnessed before, 
and invest him with the same propensities and internal 
economy. We cannot reconcile ourselves to the reality, 
that there are more Punches than one in the world ; and 
nothing would distress our intellectual faculties more than 
to see two Punches in one show. A sight like this would 
bewilder us ; our mind would not be able to grapple with 
the confusion thus created. We would rather not witness 
80 strange a sight, but incline to the theory that Punch 
is ubiquitous ; that the same Punch who figures at the 
Fete of St. Cloud is the next moment, perhaps even at 
that very time, thrashing the constable to the delight of a 
London mob, or amusing the pleasure-seekers on the 
smooth turf of Egham race-course. 

Punch is the only one of the street performers who 
does not care a bit for the policemen. We were watching 
his drama one day, in company with a friend, to whose 

c 
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able pencil we are indebted for the illustration, when a 
raw recruit of the Police force requested the wooden hero 
to *' move on." But Punch, nothing daunted, immediately 
began to argue the case with his enemy, in which he suc- 
ceeded so admii*ably, that the policeman was glad to slink 
off amidst the laughter and jeers of the audience. He 
could not have been more completely beaten had he been 
Jack Ketch, Shallabala, the constable, or any other of the 
puppets. 

Punch enjoys an excellent constitution. Blows that 
would be sudden death to other people, fall lightly and 
unheeded upon his occiput. He merely exclaims, " How 
hard the wind blows !" and cures himself in five seconds 
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by rubbii^ the back of bis head against the wings of his 
theatre*— a species of counter-irritation to which many 
quacks have, doubtless, been indebted for their ideas. 
One of his finest delineations, however, is the manner in 
which, after receiving a thrashing from the unknown 
intruder, he looks carefully round his theatre, to see from 
what quarter the injuries have proceeded, and concludes 
his search by leaning half over the front, and endeavouring 
to peer roomd the sides of the show. This is perfect, and 
only approached by his occasional convulsive shudders 
after the ghost has appeared to him, one of the most ter- 
rible personifications of supernatural fright ever exhibited. 
Nor does the Belgian Lion at Waterloo repose in calmer 
triumph over the mound of slaughtered heroes which it 
surmounts, than Punch does, when he tranquilly perches 
himself upon the line of victims to his conquering arm, 
whose lifeless forms embellish the front board of his 
theatre. 

The drama of Punch has suffered material change within 
the last few years. The baby, Jack Ketch, the gallows, 
. and the — (we hesitate to write his name) the — enemy 
of mankind, hacre almost disappeared. Their places have 
been supplied by ft elowB, axxd divers other characters. 
We have also witnessed a tin caddy, through which Jim 
Crow pokes hip Iiead, when Punch's curiosity leads him to 
peep into the mterior; and a speetre made of wood^ with 
an enormous moii& of red doth. We do not like these 
innovations. Tbej lodk. like a taste for spectade^ and, 
where this prerwils^ tilMe l egitij u ftte drama must ML Punch 
is to the FantoedniwiHil:ffli«ki|»8re is to tiie bftlles of 
Her Majesty's Theatre, and we should not wUn ^ther to 
merge into the other. Some mercenary proprietors have 
desecrated Punch's show by turmng it to account with an 
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evening exhibition of Chinese shadows, illuminated by 
various candle-ends placed behind. This is unpardonable ; 
and vre were exceedingly rejoiced to see the transparent 
screen destroyed by accidental conflagration a few evenings 
since, in Bloomsbury Square. It was a just visitation. 

In conclusion, we have a question to ask, connected with 
our immortal friend ; and, if any of our readers can solve 
it, we shall be more than happy to receive their commu- 
nications. How is Punch's unearthly voice produced ? Is 
it a natural sound, or the result of some peculiar instru- 
ment in the mouth } We were taught in infancy, that two 
quadrangular pieces of tin, bound together by narrow tape, 
would produce the desired effect, when placed between the 
lips. This is not the fact. A squeaking sound may be 
perpetrated through their use, but no articulation of words 
is practicable ; and we opine that the noise is the result of 
much training, or natural conformation of the muscles of 
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the organs of voice. One use these tin instruments cer- 
tainly possess. A lady of our acquaintance bitterly of- 
fended us. We could not openly retaliate, so we cloaked 
our anger under the mask of kindness. We made fom: of 
the above whistles, and gave them to the same number of 
her children. Our vengeance was complete; the house 
was the scene of one long, continuous squeak, from morning 
till night; as shrill as Punches, without the advantage of 
his sage remarks. 



THE WAR WITH CHINA. 

(OUB OWN NOTIONS OF IT.) 

We are not about to enter into a political controversy. 
We leave that exciting task to the "^Tangling editors of 
newspapers, the writers of stitched pamplets without covers, 
and the race of quarrelsome gentlemen who squabble after 
dinner during that very bearish time which custom has 
appropriated to such verbal engagements, when Tours' 
plums, dogs and horses. Lord Melbourne, Mirahelles de 




Metz^ the Duke of Wellington, sponge-cake, cut-glass and 
claret, are presumed to be proper and equivalent substitutes 
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for the presence of the fairer portion of the creation. We 
are not going to bring forward any statistics of tea, rhubarb, 
and opium ; neither can we give the reader any information 
upon the state of the workhouses, or names of the boards 
of guardians in various parishes pertaining to the Canton, 
Maeao, or Chusan unions: but we do not see why we 
should not say our few words upon the Chinese Question, 
which seems so troublesome to answer, the more so as we 
are an ardent admirer of the refreshing beverage; in 
addition, adore little feet and ivory carvings, and especially 
lean to the old blue-pattern plates and dishes. 

Talking of that same old blue pattern, we believe it is 
but lately that anything has been discovered authentically 
connected with its origin. It appears, from the informa- 
tion of an ancient document, found in the great library of 
Long Man, an eminent Chinese bibliopolist, that the 
original design appeared in an early edition of the Pekin 
Picturesque Porcelain Annual, where it was inserted by 
the great artist Fin Den^ who dedicated the plate to tiie 
Mandarin Twing, whose palace without the city walls it 
was intended to describe; and who, it was moreover hoped, 
would pay all expenses incidental to the bringing out of 
the plate, in consideration of the honour pertaining to the 
dedication. The Mandarin, however, did not take tlie 
hint ; and, when the Annual went into otther hands, the 
original design was purchased by a great cxoekerj founder, 
who reproduced the view in a plate of difTezent construction. 
Twing, incensed that any one who did not we&x red shoes, 
or whose nails were not more than an xndli in length, 
should even look upon a representation of his summer 
retreat, obtained an injunction to restrain the production 
of any more pieces. The remaining few were rapidly 
bought up, -and kept in secret cabinets ; until Twing died. 
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from standing upon his head one day upwards of two 
hours in the broiling sub, 4iie tenure by which he held the 
high employment of cn^Hiag the Emperor's corns, and the 
plates and dishes, being ^aln published, derived additional 
interest from the circumdtance, and by degrees were ex- 
ported all over the world. We idmidd like to know the 
house which does not possess one. 

When we first heard there was a prdspeet dP a war with 
China, we regarded it 4is a rumour of extrame eooentricity 
— ^a piece of exquirate ^m, i^plele wiith dnoili motions and 
engagements. The impressions of tiie man are 4EiDmposed 
of the same etemenis as the ideas «f childhood, although 
circumstance exerts a slight alteration m. their affinity ; 
and we could not entirely divest ourselvm of the flioughts 
we were accustomed to link with " Chinaandlbe Chinese," 
when the Aral»an Nights' Entertainments, every word of 
whose gorgeous illusions we received as gospel, ranked far 
above the productions of Shakspeare, Byron, or Scott, in 
our immature conception. Nor was the picture we formed 
of China conjured up by our own minds alone. We had 
the opportunity of referring to a valuable series of tea«> 
eanisters on the shelves of a neighbouring grocer, who 
opened his shop as the '^ China Tea Company," hung 
balloons in his windows, japanned his drawers, sold tea4 
chests for rabbit-hutches, and had a strange squat figure 
seated in the centre of the fbur-shilling Bohea compartment, 
I2iat wagged its head and tongue aU day long at the gazers 
wh(»n its antics attracted to flatten their noses against his 
panes of glass. From the aforesaid canisters we were 
enabled to glean much valuable pictorial information re-- 
speeting the domestic manners of the Chinese. Probably 
we might have studied the subject more deeply, but fiite 
willed otherwise. The concern £sdled, the shop was dosedj 
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I |[TH e"G K^ArrirM^XR? 




and the " Company'* ran off in the middle of the night, no 
one knew whither, and we believe no one cared, except 
those who had demands upon the establishment. We only 
wondered what effect the defalcation had upon the funds of 
the Celestial Empire. 

We were a long time bringing ourselves to think that 
the Chinese were a nation of men and women ; in fact, 
human beings, who thought, moved, and acted in a manner 
similar to ourselves. We much more readily inclined to 
the opinion that they were a race of supematurally animated 
ornaments, who wore inverted basins for head-dresses, and 
kept odd-shaped dragons and monsters, all claws and 
crockery, for their domestic animals. We pictured to our- 
selves their abodes made of porcelain, painted all sorts of 
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colours, and thatched with rice-paper. Their cities we 
conjured up as lighted by millions of isinglass lanterns, 
which kept perpetually turning round. Their vegetation 
we confined to curious strange arborescent productions, 
with large round vermilion balls for fruit, growing naturally 
in a state of the highest varnish ; and we could almost see 
their public roads, buildings, and fortifications, all con- 
structed of papier mdcM^ gaily japanned. If war had been 
declared at that period, we should not have been much 
astonished to have found some morning that all the China 
ornament in England had walked off spontaneously to take 
up the cause of their country, and fight in its defence. 
These ideas continued in full force with us for some long 
period, until a series of Eastern spectacles, which it was 
our luck to witness at the theatres, turned the current of 
our minds into another channel. For the first time we 
then became aware that real living beings formed the 
population of the country belonging to the Sun's intimate 
connexion; but even these differed from other people. 
They wore odd six-angled hats, a species of painted con- 
volvulus-shaped gossamers, with bells hung round them ; 
they danced strange figures, with the forefingers of each 
hand elevated to the level of their ears ; they allowed their 
mustachios to grow until they trailed upon the ground ; 
and, in their stage encounters, one English sailor generally 
fought twelve at once, all of whom he finally put to flight, 
having cut off their pigtails, or whirled them round by 
these appendages, like horizontal bandalores, until they 
were choked. And is it true, we asked ourselves, that the 
Government is seriously thinking of going to war ^vith 
these grotesque beings ? What huge fun we immediately 
foresaw in the encounter ; what a realization of the scenes 
in Aladdin and the Bronze Horse, to say nothing of The 
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lUustrious Stranger and Zasezizozu / And oxxr great men-- 
of-war were sailing out, actaallj and literally sailing cat, 
to engi^ with their junks-^those odd constructions of thin 
painted laths, strips of red doth, and reed masts with tea- 
leaf sails, that we could almost have built £^om imagination ! 
Why, we should have thought that one small cannon-foall 
would have crashed through twenty of them at ooce, 
splintering and smashing them in all directions. It ap^ 
peared perfectly cowardly in our nation to think for an 
instant of attacking in reality a set of poor scaramouches, 
who resided in inverted tea-cups on a lai^ scale, lived on 
paper shavings and fried silkworms, built pi^odas Hke 
magnified card houses, and whose most inspiring war- 
music was comprised in a band of copper ctewpans. At 
length we heard that there really had been a skirmi^ and 
that one of their great people, who rejoiced in the high'- 
sounding and aristocratic appellation of Lin, had written a 
letter, or published a document, or something of the kiiuL 
We should very much like to have seen that document. 
We will be bound it was sometiung exquisitely comie, 
written with various inks, commencing at the bottom, and 
filled with characters from the endless alphabet which 
adorns the invoices of tea-chests and cakes of Indian ink. 
But — ^ha! ha! ha! — ^you can scarcely help smiling at the 
bare idea, the mere fact of their even daring to expostulate ; 
&ey, of whom we should have conceived one halfpenny 
squib would have put to flight an army; they, whose 
cannon we thou^t must be varnished pasteboard, and 
whose fortifications carved ivory; they, whose only com- 
merce consisted, independently pf their tea, in pead card*- 
eounters and books of gaudy birds and flowers, or ornaments 
like miniature trunks <^ trees with distorted spines, 
Cjgv ed into human heads at the top; these odd crear 
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tores had xemoiustxated with England, How very 
Tidiculous ! 

Why it is that the whole empire has not, long before this, 
been blown entirely to atoms by our guns, we are at a loss 
to conceiye. British humanity must be the only obstacle 
to such a performance. But, if they are stiU insolent, we 
counsel instant and unmitigated annihilation of the whole 
of them; for what would all our former glories aTail us, in 
the page of history, if we were finally jockeyed by a tribe 
of nodding mandarins, crockery-baking savages, painters 
of rice-paper, and manufacturers of chop-sticks and feather 
fans? 



By way of a rider, we subjoin the last expresses from 
the Celestial Empire, by our own private electro-galvanie 
communication. As this rapid means of transmission 
carries despatches so fast that we generally get them 
before they are written, we are enabled to be considerably 
in advance of the common daily journals, more especially 
as we have obtained news up to next Midsummer. 

The most important paper which has come to hand is 
the "Macao Sunday Times.'' It appears that the fortifi* 
cations for surrounding Pekin are progressing rapidly; 
but that the Government have determined upon building 
the ramparts of japanned canvass and bamboo rods, instead 
of pounded rice, which was thought too fragile to resist the 
attacks of the English barbarians. Some handsome porce* 
lain guns have been placed upon the walls, with a propor- 
tionate number of carved ivory balls, elaborately cut one 
inside the other. These, it is presumed, will split upon 
firing, and produce incalculable mischief and confusion. 
Within the gates a frightful magazine of gilt crackers and 
other fireworks has been erected, which, in the event df 
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the savages penetrating the fortifications, will be exploded 
one after another to terrify them into fits, when they will 
be easily captured. This precaution has scarcely been 
thought necessary by some of the mandarins, as our great 
artist, Wang, has covered the external joss-house with, 
frantic figures, that must strike terror to the souls of all 
beholders. Gold paper has also been kept burning upon, 
altars of holy clay at every practicable point of the 
defences, which it is hardly thought they will have the 
hardihood to approach; and the sacred ducks of Fanqui 
have been turned loose in the river, to retard the progress 
of the infidel fleet. 

During the storm of last week the portcullis which had 
been placed in the northern gate, and was composed of 
solid rice-paper, with cross-bars of chop-sticks, was much 
damaged. It is now under repair, and will be coated 
entirely with tea-chest lead, to render it perfectly impreg- 
nable. The whole of the household troops and body-guard 
of the Emperor have also received new accoutrements of 
tin-foil and painted isinglass. ' They have likewise been 
armed with japanned bladders, containing peas and date- 
stones, which produce a terrific sound upon the least 
motion. 

An Englishman has been gallantly captured this 
morning, in a small boat, by one of our armed junks. He 
will eat his eyes in the palace court this afternoon ; and 
then, being inclosed in soft porcelain, will be baked to 
form a statue for the new pagoda at Bo-lung, the first 
stone of which was laid by the late Emperor, to celebrate 
his victory over the rude northern islanders. 

" Canton. 

" The Emperor has issued two following chops to the 
Hong merchants, forbidding them to assist or correspond 
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with the invaders, under pain of having their finger-nails 
drawn out, and rings put in their eyelids. Howqua 
resists the order ; and it is the intention of Lin, should he 
remain obstinate, to recommend his being pounded up 
with broken crockery, and packed in Chinese catty 
packages, to be forwarded, as an example, to the Mandarin 
Pidding of the wild island. 

" An English flag, stolen by a deserter from Chusan, 
wdll be formally insulted to-morrow in the market-place 
by the Emperor and his court. Derisive grimaces will be 
made at it by the mandarins of the sixth class ; and it will 
subsequently be hoisted, in scorn, to blow at the mercy of 
the winds upon the summit of the palace, within sight of 
the barbarians. 

" An English soldier, despatched by the barbarians on 
a mission of peace, was despatched by our people on his 
arrival." 
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DELIGHTFUL PEOPLE^ 

Theee are two sets of people in society — ^the amusers 
and the amused, who are both equally useful in their way, 
although widely different in their attributes. A riunion^ 
to go off well, should contain a proper share of either 
class ; because, notwithstanding the inability of the latter 
to contribute much to the festivity of the meeting, they 
make an excellent and patient audience, without which 
the powers of the amusers are cramped, and they feel they 
are not sufficiently appreciated. 

Why all people, enjoying the same level of intellect, 
should not be equally sought after in society, we do not 
pretend to decide ; but we will endeavour to account for 
it by falling back upon our theatrical analogies. If you 
study the playbills, you see, year after year, the same 
names amongst the companies who keep at the same 
hmnble standard; whilst others, whom you recollect as 
their inferiors, ultimately arrive at big letters and benefits 
— in fact, that chance, tact, forte, and opportunity, come 
spontaneously to the latter, whilst the former are content 
to remain servants and peasants. They have been known 
to embody guests and mobs, and have sometimes arrived 
at first citizens ; but this is by no means a common oc- 
currence. The same union of circumstances that divides 
a theatrical commonwealth into stars and supernumeraries, 
produces in our own circles delightful people and nobodies 
—for so are the listeners and admirers generally and 
uncourteously termed. 
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But tiiere are various kinds of delightful people beyond 
ihe mere entertainers. If there is a family rather higher 
in life than yourselves, or moving in a sphere you think 
more of than your own, notwithstanding they may have 
formerly snubbed you, it is astonishing, when you get in- 
troduced to them, and at last asked to their house, what 
delightful people you find them. If you know two young 
persons who have tumbled into an engagement with one 
another under tolerably favourable circumstances, and visit 
each other's friends for the first time, you will be enchanted 
with the accounts of what "delightful people'* they are; 
how very friendly the mother was, and how well the sisters 
played, and made coloured-paper dust-collectors. Persons 
who have large houses, give dinners, and keep carriages 
and private boxes — ^gentlemen who have been all along the 
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coast of the Mediterranean, and tell most extraordinary 
anecdotes until they themselves really believe that their 
adventures have happened — ^authors who have written a 
book which has proved a hit by chance, to the astonish- 
ment of everybody, and no one more than tlie writers — 
acquaintances who have the happy knack of cordially- 
agreeing with you upon every subject, and applauding* 
everything you do, thinking quite differently all the while 
— worn-out " bits of quality tumbled into deca^," as Miss 
Lucretia M'Tab says, who honour families of questionable 
caste with their acquaintance, and join all their parties by 
the tenour of relating stories of by-gone greatness, and 
random recollections of defimct high circles; all these, 
and many more, had we time to enumerate them, are 
"delightful people." But we proceed to consider the 
class it is our wish to place more especially under the in- 
spection of the reader. 

We called one day upon a lady of our acquaintance, who 
was about to give a large evening party ; and upon being 
ushered into the drawing-room, found the whole family in 
high glee at the contents of a note they had just received. 
Our intimacy prompted us to inquire the purport of the 
oblong billet that had so much delighted them. 

" Oh !*' said Ellen, the eldest daughter, "the Lawsons 
have accepted — all of them are coming ! " 

" And who are the Lawsons?" we ventured to ask. 

" My goodness, Albert ! " exclaimed everybody at once, 
with an excitement which nearly caused us, being of a 
nervous temperament, to tilt backwards off the apology 
for a chair on which we were seated — one of those slim 
ricketty specimens of upholstery, which inspire stout gen- 
tlemen with such nervous dread, when one is handed to 
them. " Is it possible you don't know the Lawsons ? " 
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We confessed with shame our ignoraace of the parties 
in question. 

" They are such delightful people^^ continued the second 
female olive-branch, Margaret. " We were so afraid they 
would not come, because they are almost always engaged ; 
so we sent their invitation nearly a month ago." 

" And you have only just received their reply?" we 
subjoined. '* It looks as if they had waited for something 
else that didn't come." 

" Oh, no," said Ellen, almost offended. " Mrs. Lawson 
is always so charmed with everything at our house, and 
says our parties are always so pleasant, and that we 
manage things so well." 

" And she told me, the last time she was here," added 
Margaret, *' that she could not have believed the whole 
of the supper was made at home, if she had not been told. 
And I am sure she liked it, because she ate so much." 

*' And what does this family do to make them so de- 
lightful?" we inquired. 

" Oh, almost everything," said Ellen. " Mr. Lawson 
plays an admirable rubber, and Mrs. Lawson knows nearly 
all the great people of the day, and can tell a great deal 
of their private histories. Bessy is a perfect Mrs. Ander- 
son on the piano, and Cynthia " 

" Who ? " we interrupted, somewhat rudely. 

" Cynthia — isn't it a pretty name ? She is such a de- 
lightful girl — sings better than any one you ever heard in. 
private." 

" Then, Tom is such an oddity, and such a nice fellow," 
continued Margaret. " He imitates Macready and Buck- 
stone, so that you would not know the difference, and 
sings the drollest songs ! He can whistle just like a bird. 
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play tunes upon a stick, and conjure with rout-cakes at 
supper." 

^' And yon fllionld hear him do &e two cats, where he 
makes you beUeve that, they talk real words !*' dbimed in 
EUen« 

" And what is this wonder?" we asked. 

" He's a lawyer," said Ellen; "but I don't think he 
much likes his profession." 

We thought so too. No man who did the two cats, or 
imitated Macready and Buckstone, eyer did like his pro- 
fession, unless he was an actor at once. 

" You will see them here on Friday," said Margaret, 
" and then you can fonn your own opinions ; but I am 
certain you will like them. Hark ! there's a double knock 
at the door." 

" Don't peep at the window, Margaret; they will see 
you," said Ellen to her sister, who was endeavouring to 
discover who the visitors were by taking a covert obser- 
vation through the bars of a birdcage. 

" It's those horrid Wiltons!" exclaimed Mai^aret. 
*' Do ring again, Ellen. What a singular thing it is ser- 
vants are never in the way when a double knock comes 
at the door." 

The new-comers entered the room, and at the same time 
we left : not, however, before our fair young Mends had 
told •'those horrid Wiltons" how angry they were with 
them for not calling more frequently, and how delighted 
they felt now they had come at last. We were sorry to 
find their pretty lips could let out such little felsehoods, 
and with such excellent grace. 

Friday evening arrived, as in the common course ef 
things every Friday evening must do if you wait for it ; 



DBLIOHTI'UL PBOFLE. 35 

and about ten o'clock, after a shilling's-worth of shake, 
rattle, and altercation, we alighted from a cab at onr 
friends' house, and tripped into the library, where tea 
and coffbe was going on, with a lightness that only dress 
boots and white kids can inspire. 

Several "visitors were there before us, as well as one of 
Mai^aret's brothers, who said^ in a low Toice, as we 
entered-— 

" My dear friend, let me introduce you to some de*. 
lightful people. Mrs. Lawson, allow me to present to 
you Mr. — " 

'* Will you take tea or coffee, sir ? " said the maid, at 
the same time. 

We were so overcome with being thus suddenly con- 
fronted with the stars, that we think we bowed to the 
maid, and said we were happy to make her acquaintance ; 
and merely exclaimed, " Coffee, if you please," as Mrs. 
Lawson inclined her head to ourselves. 

We went up stairs, and? entered the ball-room, where 
our friends had just recei^wd^ intelligence that '^ the Law- 
sons had arrived ! " 

The first portion of a party is always the same. And 
it was not until the evening was somewhat advanced, and 
they had made sure that everybody was arrived, that the 
powers of the Lawson^ came into full play, — at least, as 
regarded the young people ; for the governor had been at 
whist ever since he first arrived, and Mrs. Lawson's 
feathers were ubiquitously perceptible, waving and bend- 
ing apparently in every part oH the room at once ; talking 
to all the old ladies in turn, fii&ing for compliments for 
her own daughters by acfciiring theirs, and smiling, with 
angelic benignity, upon every young man concerning 
whose expectations she had been agreeably informed. 

d2 
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The junior exhibition commenced by Bessy deb'ghting the 
company with a rondo by Herz, in the most approved 
skyrocket style of that great master; being a Parisian 
composition, introducing vanations upon the popular airs, 
" Rien, mes hons enfans, allez toujour s,^^ " La Pierre de 
Newgate,'' and "/o// Nez,'' from the opera of Jacque 
Sheppard, As it was not above twenty pages in length, 
every one was quite charmed, — indeed, they could almost 
have heard it again ; and the manner in which Miss 
Lawson sprung at the keys, and darted up and down the 
flats and sharps, and twitched her shoulders, and tickled 
the piano into convulsions, and jerked about upon the 
music-stoo], was really astonishing, and thunderstruck 
eveiybody; except the young lady and gentleman who 
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were flirting at the end of the room after a waltz, vnd 
actually appeared more engaged with their own conversa- 
tion than they did with the fair Bessy's performance, 
which at last concluded amidst universal applause. 

There was another quadrille, and then we were in- 
formed that Miss Cynthia Lawson was going to sing. 
The yoimg lady was dressed in plain white robes, with 
her hair smoothed very flat roimd her head d la Grist, 
whom she thought she resembled both in style of singing 
and features, and consequently studied all her attitudes 
from the clever Italian's impersonation of Norma. Of 
course, there was the usual delay attendant upon such 
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displays. The musicians had to be cleaved away from the 
piano, in which proeess their wine- bottle was knocked 
over; then the music was in a portfolio, in the room 
down stairs, which nobody could find ; when found, it was 
all placed on the musie-rest topsy-turvy ; and many other 
annoyances. At list, the lady began a bravura, upon 
such a high note, and so powerful, that some impudent 
fellows in the square, who were passing at the time, «ang 
out, " Vari-e-ty ! " in reply. Presently, a young gentle- 
man, who was standing at her side, chanced to turn over 
too soon, whereupon she gave him such a look, that, if he 
had entertained any thoughts of proposing, would effec^ 
tually have stopped any such rash proceeding ; but her 
equanimity was soon restored, and she went through the 
aria in most dashing style, until she came to the last note, 
whose appearance she heralded with a roulade of wonderful 
execution. 

" Now, don't get up," said the lady of the hotn&,3ti a 
most persuasive and winning manner, to Miss O^sSftda, 
when she had really concluded. *** Do favour us wifih one 
m(sre, if 70U are mot too fatigued. Or, perhf|pfi you 
would Idie a glass of wine 'fort — a very, vegr SQttle 
glass." 

The yomg lady declined any refreshment, and inmie- 
diate)y^«omttenced a duet with her brother, ^ese ^rcdce, 
howo^ec, she entirely drowned ; nevertheless^ Ae whence 
went equally delisted, and as soon as «he tei ivsgularly 
loooliiliisd, vaA I'&e murmur of appxxitetaBn IhA -^^Based, 
six yms^^iien Tushed up to^Sfisn,TfKitii cftee mstpmet that 
they 'tai^ be introduced to Hfiss Xavmnm !iir the next 
waltz. %lt, unfortunately. Miss Ijomssm. <^dSSi not waltz^ 
or rather she did not choose to do so. 'She was aware of 
her liability to be called upon to sing after every dance, 
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and she .had no notion of sitting down to the instrument 
with a red feice and flustered ensemble, 

*< Delightful people, those Lawsons!" wheezed out a 
fat old gentleman in pumps and a white neds:elotb, who 
'was leaning against the wall, and looking as if he wanted 
a glass oi ale. 

" Do jou know th^m, sir ?" we asked. 

" Never had the pleasure of meeting them before ; but 
they are a charming family. Mother, a delightM person, 
sir — woman of the world — appears to have been thrown 
early into good society, and profited by it. Clever fellow 




that young Lawson — ^ha ! ha ! — look at him !" And the 
old gentleman chuckled until he was almost choked. 

We turned to gaze at the cause of his mirth, and saw 
Tom doing Pastorale in a most ballet-Kke style, jumping 
up and coming down upon one toe, turning round without 
touching the ground, and making everybody a&aid of 
coming within a yard of him. 

There are many worse periods in our existence than the 
twenty minutes consumed at supper at an evening party. 
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The reserve which prevailed at the commenceineht of the 
evening begins to wear off: you gain courage to make 
engagements for the fu*st quadrille after supper, and 
think what a pity it is that the flight of Time cannot be 
delayed by pleasure, with permission to make up his lost 
moments by hurrying doubly quick over periods of sorrow 
or ennui. Alas ! the hoary old mower generally takes it 
into his head to act in precisely an opposite manner. 

We went down to supper with a pretty specimen of 
feminine mortality in white poplin on our arm, and 
assisted her to a cubic inch of blancmange, and an 
homoeopathic quantity of Moselle, which she affirmed was 
quite sufficient ; as well as took the precaution to push 
the tongue to the other side of the table, opposite a man 
who had taken off his gloves to eat, and who was imme- 
diately ** troubled for a slice" fifteen times in rapid suc- 
cession. By the way, talking of taking off your gloves — 
what is the reason that, whenever you go out, and wish 
your hands to look more than ordinarily white, they 
generally resemble raw beefsteaks ? 

Our devoirs being for the time accomplished, we looked 
roimd the room, and the first object that caught our eye 
between the lines of wax-candles and trifle-dishes was 
Mrs. Lawson's turban, with herself attached to it, bobbing 
about at the head of the table, in most graceful affability, 
to everybody. Miss Lawson was flirting with a slim 
young man at the sideboard, where she prefeiTcd to sup, 
on the pretence of not being able to find a seat; and 
Miss Cynthia, no doubt much fatigued by her vocal exer- 
tions, was concluding the second patty, and thinking what 
she should send her cavalier servente for next. Tom was 
in the centre of the table, in high glee, chirping at a 
sugar-plum bird in a barley-sugar cage, jerking bonbons 
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into his mouth by slapping his hand, making little men 
out of raisins and preserved ginger, and sending them to 
different young ladies, with his compliments ; playing the 
cbmet-a-piston upon a wafer-cake, '' and many other per- 
formances too numerous to mention," as they say outside 
shows. 

*' My dear Mrs. Howard," said Mrs. Lawson to the 
hostess, " how delicious everything is ! You always do 
hare such very fine lobsters — where do you contrive to 
get them?" 

**I am very happy you admire them," returned the 
lady ; " but I really don't know." Which affirmation was 
the more singular, as she had ordered them herself from a 
shop in Wigmore-street. 

" Lady Mary Abbeville and yourself are the only two 
of my friends who contrive to get large lobsters," con- 
tinued Mrs. Lawson. " Lady Mary is a charming creature 
— do you know her ? " 

*' I have not that pleasure," replied our friend ; " and 
yet I have heard the name somewhere." 

"Between Boulogne and Paris," cried Tom, as he 
exploded a cracker bonbon. " The diligence dines there." 

*' Now, my dear Tom, do not be so foolish," said Mrs. 
Lawson, in a tone of admiring reproach. " How can a 
diligence dine ?" 

"Well, I've seen it hreah-fast, however, when it has 
been going down a hill overloaded," replied the "talented" 
son. " A glass of wine, sir ?" he continued, pitching upon 
some one opposite by chance, to make his wit appear 
off-hand. 

The challenged individual was an overgrown young 
gentleman, with a very high shirt-collar. He stammered 
out, " With much pleasure !" and then filling up his half 
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glass 0f sherry from the nearest decanter at hand, whidfai' 
contained port, he made a nervous bow, and swallowed tife& 
wine as if it had been physic. 

" Here's you and I sir, and two more ; but we wonlt. 
tell their names,'' exclaimed Tom, winking to the young' 
gentleman, whose blushes increased to a fearful pitcdLifC 
intensity. 

The ladies had *been gradually leaving the room for tlie 
last ten minutes, and when they had all departed we «at 
down to oiur own supper. Tom never once flagged in bis 
drolleries. He laughed, took wine with all the old gen- 
tlemen, did the two cats, imitated Macready and Euok- 
stone, — ^in fact, opened all his stores of faeetiousness. He 
accompanied us up-stairs, and after the ladies had finished, 
the long quadrille they were having with themselves, he 
sang a song about *' Wanted " a something, but we do 
not exactly recollect what, being ourselves engaged in 
talking delightful absurdities to the belle in the white 
poplin, and endeavouring to reason down the antediluvian 
idea she \ad formed, that it was improper to waltz with 
any one else but her brother; in which argument we 
finally succeeded. However, the song was eminently 
successftil, and threw everybody who witnessed the odd 
grimaces with which Tom accompanied it into delirious 
convulsions of laughter. 

The " ddightful people" left about half-past two ; Mrs. 
Lawson declaring her girls went out so much that their 
health began to suffer from late hours. Tom saw them 
into their carriage, and then came back, pressing eve^ 
other young man in the room to come to some taven^ 
where there was a capital comic singer; but finding no 
one BO inclined, he also took his leave. We waited until 
we saw the man who played the piano hammering away 
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with his eyes shut, and gradually going to sleep over the 
keys, when we thought it time to depart ourselves ; and 
in all the happiness of a latch-key in our pocket, and the 
same good hat we left in the hall upon our head, we bent 
our steps homeward. 

Two or three weeks passed away, ffhen one morning 
we received an application from a youn^ medical friend, 
to use our interest in obtaining for him some votes for 
the situation of surgeon to a dispensary in the neigh« 
bourhood, accompanied by a list of the governors. We 
obtained two or three promises, and at last determined to 
solicit Mr. Lawson, whose name we saw in the list : at 
the same time, we must confess that we were not a little 
anxious to see the '' delightful people " at home — ^to track 
these lions to their own lair, and watch their natural 
instincts. We according sallied forth, one fine day, in all 
the pride of imexceptionable boots and faultless gloves, 
and arnving at the family mansion, knocked at the door. 
A footman in his shirt-sleeves ran out into the area, and 
having looked at xis, ran back again ; appearing the next 
minute at the door, with one arm still forcing its way 
down the sleeve of his coat. We found the Lawsons were 
at home, and were shown into the drawing-room, with 
the assurance from the servant tl^t his mistress would be 
there directly, After looking over the card-basket to see 
whom they knew, (which is one of our favourite employ- 
ments when we are left to ourselves in a strange house,) 
we turned over the leaves of some albums that were lying 
about in company with some theological works, which, 
being an enemy to religious display, we thought far better 
suited for the closet than the drawing-room table ; and in 
which occupation we were interrupted by the sound of 
voices in angry dialogue below. This was suddenly cut 
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short by the slamming of a door, and immediately after- 
wards Mrs. Lawson entered the room, lookii^ a little red 
and excited, but all smiles and condescension ; begging 
we would be seated, and telling us how very happy she 
was that we had called upon her. 

After a few commonplace observations and inquiries 
about the weather, the health of the family, the party we 
had lately met, and such-like exciting topics of conver- 
sation, Mrs. Lawson informed us her family were at 
luncheon, and begged we would join them. A strong^ 
smell of roast mutton greeted us as we descended to the 
dining-room, and tempted us to think that it was an early- 
dinner. We expected to have been kept in a state of 
unceasing laughter throughout the whole meal, but were 
very much mistaken. We had not anticipated any 
immense fun from the papa Lawson, who was quietly- 
enough discussing some bread and cheese ; but as the 
facetious Tom was there, and his gifted sisters, we cal- 
culated upon a repetition, in a certain degree, of their 
previous amusing powers. There was, however, nothing 
of the kind ; the whole party were as flat as the jug of 
beer that has been left out for supper, covered with a 
cheese-plate, on returning from the play. Bessy had 
evidently been quarrelling with her sister ; Cynthia con- 
tradicted her mother on every point of affirmation that 
Mi-s. Lawson uttered ; Tom sat back in his chair^ with his 
hands in his pocket, and his legs stretched out straight 
under the table ; and the good lady herself kept up such 
an alternation of smiles to us and black looks to the young 
people, that her command of countenance Was perfectly 
marvellous. At first, we thought it probable that they 
were all recovering from influenza, but they looked so 
very healthy that we soon relinquished that opinion. 



DELIGHirUL PEOPLE. 45 

They were, however, so very quiet that when they retired, 
and we had mentioned the object of our visit to Mr. 
Lawson, who was a sensible man, (if the others had let 
him alone,) we summoned up courage to say that we feared 
vre had intruded during some family discussion. 

"My dear sir," he replied, " we never have anything 
else but family discussions here. I dare say you are 
surprised to see them so very different from what they 
ai*e in company ; but the more they show off when they 
are out, the more cross they always are at home the next 
day." 

In these few words was contained the whole history of 
** delightful people " — the melancholy truth, that those 
who in society carry all before them by their spii-its and 
acquirements are, at home, the most uncomfortable beings 
upon the face of the earth, because they cannot there find 
the very excitement which is almost necessary to their 
existence. 

We have met the Lawsons several times since, and 
we have begun to find that their attractions sadly want 
variety. Mrs. Lawson tells the same anecdotes, Bessy 
plays the same fantasias, Cynthia warbles the identical 
arias we last heard, and Tom has a certain routine of tricks 
and absurdities, which he plays off in regular order during 
the evening. We begin to weary of these lions ; although, 
at every reunion where it is our lot to meet them, there 
are the same number of guests charmed at their talents, 
who never hesitate to pronounce them most '* delightful 
people.'' 
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THE GRISETTE. 



A 8T0BT OF PABIS. 



T the period we 'were study- 
ing medicine in Uie French 
capital, in one of the man- 
sardes that were situated 
at the top of our hotel — 
displaying those eccentric 
yarieties of sloping walls and 
ceilings, that only pertain 
to cocklofts in England — 
resided one of the prettiest 
little girls we ever saw while 
we lived at Paris. We had 
noticed her from the first day of our arrival ; but we had 
never entered into conversation with her, although it wbb 
frequently our lot to meet her on tibe staircase in the 
morning, as she was about ** cherchant son petit godet de 
crime, et sa demt-once de ca/d ;'* such being, according to 
the experienced and veracious Paul de Kock, the first daily 
business of a Parisian grisette. It so chanced that we 
owed our introduction to her own hospitality, which took 
place imder the following circumstances. 
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The two principal resorts of ^e dance-loying ^^jetmes 
gens'' of Paris, are Constant's and Tonnelier's. The 
former is a handsome stone building, with a spacious and 
elegant salon on its first floor, capable of accommodating 
Hiree or four hundred people. The room is brilliantly 
illuminated with gas, and adorned with statues and looking- 
glasses; and round its side a number of little tables are 
arranged, for those who prefer quietly sitting and sipping 
their wine at twelve sous a-bottle, while they watch the 
mazes of the quadrille and waltz. On dams d la bells 
dtailsy chez Tonnslier; and, consequently, this ginguetts 
only does for summer weather. The piece of groimd ap- 
propriated to Terpsichore is smoothly gravelled, and lighted 
by a quantity of lamps suspended from wires stretching 
across the garden. Cabinets pariiculiers, for dinner and 
flirtation, surround the enclosure, with alcoves beneath 
them, similar to the supper-boxes at Vauxhall; and at 
both places the band is composed of ten or a dozen 
performers, who make a demand of five sous for each 
quadrille. 

The balls of the Barri^re du Mont Pamasse were one 
of our most constant haimts at Paris. The Chaumi^re, on 
the boulevard of the same name, was all very well in its 
way; but if you did not know a great many of the com* 
pany, you were not likely to procure many partners. At 
the barrikre^ however, there was a greater freedom of 
introduction, added to which, you saved a few francs 
which your biUet d'entrie to Tivoli or Kanelagh would 
have cost you. Many, many happy and careless evenings 
have we passed there ; the waltz, the wine, and the music, 
alike lending their powerful auxiliaries to our excitement : 
and many times have we returned we hardly knew how — 
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five in a ciiadine, or three in a cab^ awaking the lazy 
echoes of the Eue de Vaugirard and Chambre des Fairs 
with our student's chorus. 

One evening in October, just as autumn was closing its 
theatre by bringing out some of its best pieces, previously 
to the arrival of the new lessee, we came home in our usual 
good temper on fete evenings ; and, as we had left the 
ball-room red-hot from the galoppcy and found ourselves 
rather chilly from the change of temperature, we deter- 
mined on indulging in a little vin chaud. In furtherance 
of this object, as soon as we entered our apartment, we 
commenced lighting the fire, or rather, endeavouring to 
do so, at the expense of an entire box of lucifers, and two 
sheets of the Times newspaper, that we had received from 
home in the morning, containing the intelligence that the 
lady of somebody or another of our acquainance had added 
one more contribution to the bread-crum and batter-pudding 
consumers of the nursery. But, lighting a fire in Paris is 
very difierent to performing the same task in England. 
You must first sweep up all the ashes of the day before 
into a heap ; and having done this with satisfaction to 
yom'self, you bring the iron " dogs " together, and place 
three pieces of wood upon them, which you have dragged 
from their depository imder the bed, or in the top drawer, 
or along with your tea-things, or out of your carpet-bag, or 
one of the like receptacles for bois a hruler in French lodg- 
ings. You next pick out all the pieces of charcoal you 
can find on the hearth, about the size of a small cork; 
and, this finished, you drag an ^^allumette chimique'^ across 
the sole of your Tshoe, and kindle one of the aforesaid 
pieces of charcoal by its aid, placing the live ember among 
the bits of wood ; and then you begin to blow gently, first 
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with your mouth, next with your old cap, which had been 
torn the week before in a row at the Bal Montesquieu, 
and, finally, you call in the aid of the bellows. 

But, whether there was a spell against our fire-place 
that night, or whether the woody fibres of the fuel had 
changed into asbestos in our absence, we know not— all 
we could do, we could not raise a flame; and, in groping 
amongst the ashes and charcoal in search of a spark, we 
formed no inapt personation of the young gentleman on 
the medal of the Royal Humane Society, with the excep- 
tion that we were properly arrayed in shirt, shoes, and 
trousers, which the said young gentleman appears to have 
dispensed with altogether. At last, we got angry, and 
throwing the bellows away, with a jerk that sent them 
sliding over the polished floor to the other end of the 
room, we determined to throw ourselves upon the gene- 
rosity of our votstns for " «n peu de feuy^ a bequest we 
ourselves had often granted in our turn. We accordingly 
looked out of the window into the court formed by the 
walls of the house, to see if there was a fire gleaming in 
any of the apartments; a doubtful speculation, we will 
allow, for the French never light a fire before there is 
occasion. To our great comfort, however, we saw some 
intermittent flashes illumining the room of our little 
neighbour, the grisette. We knew it was her window, 
for she was a hlanchissetise de fin^ and sundry jabots^ 
chemisettes, kdA fichus fluttered in the obscurity. 

" Qui frappe?'* asked a soft voice, as we knocked at 
the door of the mansarde, and, shovel in hand, awaited 
admission. ^^ (Test moij mademoiselle.'* (We addressed 
her as we should have done a demoiselle comme il faut, for 
the grisettes of Paris are particular.) •* Cest moi; Man- 

E 
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sieur S ; I am come to beg a little braise to make 

some vin chaud" 

'* Vohntiersy* she replied; and she opened the door at 
oitoe, allowing ns to enter the small neatly-airax^ed 
diamber. 

It was one of the highest of the garrets, and certainlj, 
not above ten or twelve feet square ; yet it was astonish- 
ing how the numerous meubles were arranged in it, and 
without any appearance of confusion. The little camp- 
bed stood against the wall at the low part of the pitch of 
Hie roof; and the crockery fire-plaee was placed at the 
other end of the room, surrounded by several of those odd 
earthenware pipkins, that supply the place of saucepans in 
the minage of the Quartier Latin. The little sqiiaie 
basket, or cdbas^ (the invariable accompaniment of a, 
grisette,) was suspended over the bed; some ilowecs were 
placed in a blown-glass egg-cup on the mantelpiece ; two or 
three prints from the series of the Cours de droit in the 
Charivari were pinned against the wall, and a birdci^e, 
containing two canaries, stood on the drawers, by the side 
of Ihe pie-dish-looking basin and milk-jug-shaped ew^:, 
which formed the auxiliaries to the toilette. 

*' You will be some time lighting your fire, Monsieur," 
said our fair companion, as we were picking out some red- 
hot pieces from the fow. *' If you please, you can wamx 
your wine here, and it will give you less trouble." 

There was so much sincerity in the invitation, that w^ 
accepted it as freely as it was offered, and having run 
down to Qur room to bring up the wine and its conoomi- 
tants, and lock the door after us, we commenced the pre- 
paration of the «tn Jchat^d. Oh ! if our friends in England 
eould have seen us, ^^^Kon Ihey thought all dil^ence and 
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disevetion, Bitting on one side the fire-place, in a blue 
velvet cap, with a gold band, mulling wine ; with a pretty 
Pt^nek girl for our m-d-t^, ironing habit-shirts and 
fiingisg Lonisa Pnget's songs, just as if she was by herself, 
what a name we should have acquired amongst the old 
ladies of our acquaintance, who thought va so steady ! 
Not but that we always had an tmconquerable dread of 
being called a ^good yonng man." Understaad us, 
reader : we had no wish to acquire the reputation of a 
diBBKpated student, or profligate idler«^£Eu:, far from it; 
but, when we lodked amongst the circle of our own friends, 
we fonmd all the so^alled *^ amiable young women," and 
all tiie ^'good young men," such extraordinary muffsy 
lliat we weoe never afterwai^ds anxious for ihe appeUar 
tion. 

Well, we mami&ctured our hreuva^, and of course 
offered oar fretty host a portion of it. She was not above 
aceeptioig our libation, and we gradually entered into con* 
Ttemttioa. She told us that she earned nearly two firanos 
arday at her vocation, but that tJbere w«s a prospect of her 
soon liettoring herself (as country iBaid»<»f-a;ll-work say, 
when they lea^e a place of six gdaeas a-ydar), for ihe 
wiB engaged 4o l>e married, and her €maiU had a good 
Sftnalion in an intprimerie pn the Qaay Voltaire. ** CTest 
un :tpii btm ewfuniy* she said ; " mak un peu itomrdiJ*' 
After this, she asked us to sing an English song, wiih. 
which we eonpliedi to the best of our abilities, in attempt- 
ing semething w« had heard in London the night we 
passed ^the Ha^ ;" and then, in her turn, she treated us 
with ** Son Nom,^' *' Mire dans mes yeux tes yeux," and 
two «r three <otbers of Hie same bearing. Altogether, 
tha:e was sooh a oonfi&g simplicity and jc^ons air about 
this poor gitl, Hmg in a garret, and earning but forty 

e2 
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SOUS a-day, that we would not have distressed her feelings 
by any rude sally for the world. And, when we bade 
her good night, although in the prodigality of our bachelor 
hearts, we would have lived upon bread and water the 
whole of the week for a single kiss, we conquered our 
gallantry by our principle, and merely bowed, cap in hand, 
as we thanked her for her hospitality. 

A day or two after those events, we received an invita^ 
tion from a worthy friend of ours who resided at Versailles, 
to go and spend a few weeks with him at his bouse. 
Inyitations to stay in a French &mily are something like 
angels' visits, so we immediately accepted for fear he 
should change his mind. We had, moreover, a small 
brother who luxuriated upon potatoe salad and potage d 
Voseille at a school in the Avenue St. Cloud, in order to 
learn French perfectly ; and we thought we might as well 
be near him, in order to give him an occasional meal at a 
restaurateur's^ to keep him from quite starving until the 
holidays. Well, we "locked ilE»^ our treasures," and 
sent our boxes to a fellow student to be taken care of; 
and took our place, one fine morning, in the lumbering 
overgrown rabbit-hutches, termed gondoUes^ above all 
other things in the world, that started from some of the 
partially imexplored regions between the back of the 
Tuileries and the Rue St. Honore ; and, passing through 
Sevres and a country which appeared to be inhabited 
solely by traiteurs and marchands de vin, we arrived at 
Versailles in two hours after our departure from Paris, for 
the railway was not yet completed. It is not our inten- 
tion to describe what we saw during our month's si/our. 
Every room, picture, and water work has been so often 
alluded to in books, that such a task is rendered perfectly 
'■■ -»ecessary. It will suiOice to say, that wie knew everything 
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by heart by the time we left ; and, having seen the grand 
fountains spouting out like Brobdignag water-plugs, and 
walked blindfolded along the tapis vert, we returned to 
Paris, not very unwilling to get back to a little amuse- 
ment ; for, independently of the palace and its attractions, 
Versailles is a living grave. 

We were sitting in the porter's lodge of the hotel on 
the evening of our arrival — collecting our letters and news- 
papers, and leai-ning what events had occurred in our 
absence, from the (/argon — ^when our little friend, the 
blanchisseuse, came in for her key, and went up stairs. 
We do not think she saw us, as we were partly concealed 
by the door : but we were able to remark a great altera- 
tion in her since we left. Her features were pale and 
sharpened, with that drooping expression termed by the 
multitude '' pinched in," but where the anatomist can trace 
every comer and process of the mcial bones, but too 
plainly intelligible under theu* wasted covering. Her eyes 
were red and glistening ; and she had lost the light elastic 
jHis de FrangcCise with which she was accustomed to trip 
about the house. 

" Elle est hien changee^ monsieur, ^^ said the gargon, as we 
followed her with our eyes along the court. *' She was 
going to be married, but her amant has left her, and is 
paying his addresses in another quarter." 

" She still lives here, then ?" 

" Owt, monsieur: mais la pauvre petite pleure; eUe se 
ddsolcy et eUe ne mange pas, ^^ 

The last words were pronounced in a very dolorous 
accent: it was evident that Antoine thought it the greatest 
sign of grief to give up eating. 

" And when was the agreement broken off?" we asked. 

" Monsieur, it was about three days after you left. She 
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met him at Constant's one fite eyening, but ke searoely 
noticed her, and danced entirely with another wme. She 
came home at night, and cried a great deal in the lod^, 
and the old lady in No. 14 sent her down a littb 
liqueur. She takes it sadly to heart and neglects eyery- 
' thing else." 

We were, indeed, very sorry to hear all this, and thought 
-that we would try and comfort heiv-Hiay, we anticipated a 
pkasing task in so doing. It is so interestingr— so elo- 
quent, that comfort which an English student of two-and- 
twenty can oflfer to a pretty French girl of eighteen. Of 
course, we meant our consolation to be Mendly, and 
Platonic— could it be otherwise? And yet we have 
sometimes thought how terribly foolish the theories of the 
old philosopher of Athens were ! 

We finished our conversation, lighted a candle, and 
retired tq our room. * Our boxes had been forwarded by a 
porter, and we had a few minutes' occupation in arranging 
^them, and looking out appointments that had been so 
quietly reposing for the last month. At last, the shirts 
and stockings were all laid in their respective drawers; 
the boots were pulled out of the carpet-bag, and placed 
outside the door ; and, when we had routed out our night- 
apparel from the packet we had brought £rom V^sailles, 
we jumped into bed, and began to read, according to 
custom. We always had a terrible habit of reading in 
bed, and plead guilty to thinking it dangerous ; but it is 
so comfortable ! In the daytime, choose what hour you 
;wiLl, the pleasant images which your reading has left 
flitting before your imagination are liable to be instan- 
taneously and unromantically disturbed by the common 
and dull realities of your existence. But at night it is 
different, for all is then still around you: your fancy 
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fellows the creations of the- writer, free and uflrestrained ; 
and if gentle and sootMng thoughts should chance to arise 
from the bearing of the subject you have been studying, 
you have nought to arrest them but the power of the 
•'drowsy god," which, if it comes as an interrupter of 
happmess, at least places a barrier to the advance of 
sorrow. 

JEh Men / we read, and thought, and snufiSsd the candle, 
and read agom, and, at last, went to sleep ; and, in the 
common course of events, we woke again the next morn- 
ing. But, as we went down stairs, on our way to break- 
fest at Martin's, we did not meet Eugenie, as had been 
our former custom. The gargon told us she had not 
passed the lodge that morning ; but he thought she was 
much distressed the night before, and had slept later from 
thorough weariness of heart and spirits. We returned 
some common-place answer, and walked over to the 
restaurant^ in company with a copy of the THmeSy whose 
elephantine proportions awfully astonished the habitual 
readers of the Steele, the Presae, and the Gazette des Tri~ 
hunaiix, 

* ♦ * ♦ « 

The same evening that we returned from Versailles, 
Eugenie had been to one of the balls at the Barri^re du 
Mont-Pamasse. She had gone thither with no idea of 
pleasure or amtisement, but in the hope of seeing her 
feithless suitor, and procuring some explanation from him 
of his conduct towards her. In one of her expectations 
she had not been disappointed, fer he was there, but not 
alone — his new love had accompanied him, and they were 
dancing together the whble evening. It were foolish to 
say that he was not moved at the sight of poor Eugenie's 
pale face and altered mine; but he pretended to carry it 
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off with a sneer and laugh, and he answered her in 
slighting and careless words. He lessened her before her 
rival — a trial, which, having been once undergone, a 
woman never forgets. Repulsed and crushed, she left 
the room ; but, as she turned round on quitting it, she 
perceived him whirling in the rapid train of waltzers witk 
his usual unconcern, probably little thinking of the heart 
that he had spumed and broken that evening. 

In that terrible calm of wretchedness which locks up 
those tears we could find so much relief from indulging 
in, Eugenie arrived at home. She silently and mechani- 
cally took her key from the porter's lodge, (it was there 
we had seen her,) and then hurried to her own room. 
She felt about in the obscurity for her allumetteSf and, 
lighting her candle, remained standing at the table for 
several minutes, fixed as a statue, and scarcely betraying 
any signs of life or being. And then a fearful resolve for 
the first time came over her : steadily, and with a calm 
almost supernatural, she closed the door and windows, 
and shut up the aperture of the chimney with a square 
board, on which some gaudily-coloured pictures of dancing 
and diversion formed a harsh contrast to her own feel- 
ings. She took the small fourneau, which we had used 
on the evening we first met her, from its comer, and 
placed it on the table. Her entire stock of charcoal was 
next collected on its grate, and, kindling a piece in the 
candle, she deposited it amongst the rest, raising with her 
own breath the poisonous vapour that was to deprive her 
of existence. The tiny ember crackled and sparkled in 
the current of air, and by degrees communicated its 
glowing life to the whole mass, as small particles of white 
ashes began to fill the atmosphere, and gradually to settle 
^n the table and surrounding articles. A cold blast 



THE GBISEITE. 57 

poured in from the opening beneath the door — ^she delibe- 
rately impeded it with a shawl laid along the floor ; and, 
hanging what articles of clothing were at hand against 
the ill-fastened windows, she sank dowm on her low bed, 
and awaited her fate. Before long, she began to breathe 
'with difficulty ; she seemed to experience the same sensa- 
tion that she woidd haye felt in a small crowded apart- 
ment, or in the low hges of a close and densely-filled 
theatre. She moved her arms around her, as if to throw 
off some impending coverture ; the circulation of air thus 
produced somewhat revived her, and she respired more 
freely: but in an^ instant afterwards the oppression re- 
turned. Then her pidse quickened, and a violent palpita- 
tion ensued. Throb — ^throb ! — her heart was leaping in 
her bosom, as if it would force its way through the mem- 
brane that contained it, and its deadened and heavy 
heat was marked and audible in the perfect stillness of the 
room, broken only by the tinkling of the charcoal con- 
suming in i^efoumeau. The distant chimes of the Lux- 
embourg clock told the hour of ten — ^where would she bo 
when they next sounded ? The room would be a cham- 
ber of death — ^her bed would become a bier to sustain a 
corpse^ and that corpse would be herself ! 

The candle, overpowered by the heavy and poisoned 
atmosphere, began to bum with a dull and oppressed 
flame round its tall black wick ; and the poor birds in the 
cage, distressed for air, were fluttering and gasping on 
their perches, or rapidly jumping from one to the other, 
and passing their beaks quickly and successively between 
the wires of their prison. An indefinable sense of alarm 
now stole over her, and her thot^ts became visionary 
and delirious. The house seemed giving way beneath 
her; the walls of her room had Men in, and some 
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xinseen power was fbrcing her towards a precipiee iato 
the street below ! She ehrng to the bed, and cried alorudr 
the floor appeared to sink, and she was going witk its 
rains, and withoilt the power to help herself. 

Suddenly, her sensations changed, and she became oUce 
more conscious of her situation ; but her ideas were cent- 
iused and indefinite. A painful tightness of the chest 
succeeded : her eyes swam with giddiness, and her bram 
seemed endowjed with separate life and motion. Then a 
heavy murmur, like the drone of a hundred bees, filled her 
ears, and her sight forsook her : an unconquerable drowsi- 
ness stole over her, and she sank into a deep and heavy 
slumber. Prom that slumber she never awoke again I 

When we returned from break&,8t, we found the hotel a 
scene of terrible excitement. The proprietor, alarmed at 
the unusual non-appearance of Eugenie, had sent the eon- 
derge to knock at her apartment, and see if she was indis- 
posed. The old woman returned, aflSrming that she could 
obtain no answer, although she had made a grand kiptige 
agMnst the door; and, in consequence, the landlord 
ascended with two gens d'armes, and broke the door open. 
In an instant the whole truth was apparent, as the dense 
and suffocating vapour still hung heavily about the room; 
the birds were lying dead at the bottom of their cage, and 
the now Kfeless body of the hapless Grisette was extended 
on the bed. At this moment we returned home, and, at 
the entreaties of the concierge, hurried up stairs : not that 
we had an idea of being able to render any assistance 
when we heard the circumstances ; but, in cases of acci- 
dent, be they fatal or otherwise, a medical man is always 
expected to do something by the crowd of bystanders. 
We threw open the windows, dashed the body with cold 
^'"^ter, and, finally, endeavoured to open the jugular vein. 
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A few sluggish drops of black blood oozed out as we with- 
drew the lancet, but that was all ; and we were eonyinced 
that she was beyond the chance of human recorery. We 
closed her eyes, that were directed, lustreless and vacant, 
towards the fmtmeau, and left the officials in attendance 
to draw out their accustomed report. 

Two days afterwards, a young man entered the portal of 
]N^6tre Bame, and ascended the tower in company with 
one of the gardiena, whose business it is to exhibit the 
euiiosities of this venerable cathedral for a few sous. He 
mounted rapidly to one of the top galleries of the sonthem 
tower, and lingered an instant at the spot from whenec 
Quasimodo is made to hurl the impious Claude Frdlo on 
to the square below, in that beautiful romance, which has 
cast so wild and mysterious a charm around those black- 
ened and mouldering towers. Suddenly he drew the 
attention of the gardien to a crowd of idlers on the Qnai 
de TArchev^che, and, seizing the opportunity, dimbed 
over the parapet, and threw himself headlong down upon 
the pavement of the Fanris— a fsdl of two hundred and 
twenty feet ! Some studoiis, -who were loitering on the 
steps oi the H6tel Dieu, ran up to the spot, and a crowd 
almost instantaneously collected. In three minutes, the 
4*ruahed and bloody remains were being earned to the 
Jlfoxgue, and befere long the body was recc^nised as that 
of the faithless lover of the poor Grisette.* 

* The kading inddenti of the above akcticli an no ftdaoa* Thef 
occnrred ia Paris, in November, 1838; and the writer was cheapening 
some books on the Pont St. Michel when the d^Mfuement took place. 
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THE PREVAILING EPIDEMIC. 

We request our fair readers will not turn away from ibis 
article in disgust, upon reading its title, witli the idea that 
we are going to be exceedingly professional, and plunge 
into a graye medical dissertation upon the influenza. 
Generally diffused as that malady has been, since its in- 
vention a few years back, we leave it for our scientiflc 
contemporaries to define its minute pathology. The disease 
we are about to describe has been quite as rapid and ex- 
tensive in its progress, with the curious distinction that it 
appears to have confined its attacks to the fair sex alone ; 
and where they have once been inoculated with it, its 
consequences have been as certain and incurable as hydro- 
phobia. 

It is generally the custom of the table orator in making 
speeches, preparatory to proposing the health of any indi- 
vidual, to leave his hearers as much in the dark concerning 
the object of his panegyrics as his ingenuity will allow, 
whilst he keeps assuring his guests that he is confident 
they must know the individual to whom he is alluding. 
This is done with the view of giving additional interest to 
the speech, and by bringing the name out at its termi- 
nation (often an entirely different person to the one whom 
the auditors had already settled on in their own minds), of 
producing the sensation which our neighbours in France 
call a coup de ihedXre, We might do the same kind of 
thing in the present case ; but we fear its symptoms are 
so very palpable that the disease would be recognised 
before the reader got through a quarter of a page, and the 
excitement of our intended revelation be forestalled. We, 
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therefore, name this dangerous malady at once,< and dis- 
carding all technical nomenclature, term it the Berlin 
Wool Infatuation. 

The plan adopted in most medical discussions, of tracing 
the progress of any particular epidemic, instead of at once 
finding out a remedy for it, may be followed with ad- 
vantage in the present instance. Like the cholera, it is 
supposed originally to have come from the east. We will 
not, however, go back even to the dark ages of the Bayeux 
tapestry for its commencement, or to the later epoch of 
the patiently embroidered arras, for which the great 
Kaffaele painted his immortal cartoons as designs. Neither 
will we swell our paper by details of the first manufactory 
of tapestry at Paris, set up by the good Henri Quatre, to 
which he invited the great artists of Flanders to contribute 
their designs ; nor the far more celebrated establishment 
of the Gobelins, instituted under Louis XIV., from whose 
looms the hangings of the noblest houses in France were ' 
supplied. Were we poetically disposed, we could indulge 
in glowing tableaux of the *' fayre ladyes " of the olden 
time, embroidering the surcoats of their professed cham- 
pions for the approaching toumay— 

'* As it were a mede^ 
All ful of freshe floures, white and rede/' 

as old Geoflfrey Chaucer hath it ; or working quietly at 
their frames in the absence of their liege lords, who were 
fightmg for the " holie crosse " in Palestine. We could 
tell how they wove their own fair tresses amidst the gold 
and silver threads of the scarf, which they gave as the 
guerdon of their true love's valour ; and how, surrounded 
by their handmaidens in the cool pleasaunce of the garden, 
with the mavis pouring out its glad minstrelsy from the 
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thick foliage ; or, in the hay window of the hall, tlu?OBgh 
whidi the h]%ht Bunbeam darted so joyously as it threw « 
the colours of the stained glass in broken light upon &e 
aixnonr and carved woodwork, they elaborated those lai^ 
tapestries, which now hang mildewed and time-worn firom* 
the waiasciit odT the chamhers of our old English homes. 
But, unfortunately, we have a keener sense of the real 
than the romantic ; and, passing over the glamour witik 
which anti^ty inyests the olden time, we will disconxae 
merely upon the existing infatuation of the present age. 

The foundation of the epidemic first ^occurred some 
sixty or eighty years back — ^it may be a century — ^in the 
shape a£ samplers: oblong pieces of coarse dingy canvass, 
worked with certain hieroglyphics, which may still occa- 
sionally be seen in cottages, and the bade parlours of pd- 
mitive settlers in country 1y>wns. We conceive that the 
sampler had for its object the instruction of the ladies of 
the last century in the science and mysteries of marking. 
We are led te this supposition from the body of the work 
beii^g generally fcxrmed of mystic characters eomposing 
various alphabets, which looked as if their component 
letters had perpetually suffered from rheumatic fever, and 
were quite out of joint ; and, had it not been for their 
coming in the usual order, requiring extreme patience and 
ingenuity to decipher. But when the fair embroideress 
chanced to be of an imaginative or artistical turn of mind, 
her fancy took bolder flights than the mere representation 
of the a^habets. A group of remarkably conical trees, 
like large strawberries standing on their stalks, and two 
figures with greenapples, as large by comparison as. Dutch 
dieeses, in their hands, allowed by courtei^ to represent 
Adam and Eve, were intended altogether as a view of 
Pacadise ; whilst a coloured spiral, like the twisted end of 
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a corkscrew, winding round the stem of one of the above 
trees, indicated the presence of tiie serpent. The situatiox^ 
assigned to these humble opponents of Miss linwood, was 
generally over tiie . mantel-piece^ between two crockery 
litde boys yery scantily dressed, affording a resting-place 
for two porcupine >qmlls, a glass pipe, an ornamented pen 
with a tassel at the emd, and some peacocks' feathers ; all 
so ingeniously arranged that if you moved one of tiiem 
the rest were sure to tumble down simultaneously. There, 
was, however, some xise in these productions. The know-^ 
ledge of marking gained in their formation assisted the 
washerwoman in her correct distribution of the articles 
entrusted to her charge ; the red and blue birds, little men 
and women in quadrangular apparel, and red houses with 
Uack windows, underneath the alphabets, had no particular 
end, it is true; but they appear, in the opinion of the 
maker, to have been essential to the formation of the true 
sampler. 

These were long popular^ until ^' the difi^on of know- 
ledge dispelling the clouds of ignorance," as they say at 
literary institutions, brought with it great improvements. 
Parents were gratified by their daughters returning irom 
school at the end of the half year, laden with dinner mats, 
urn rugs, and decanter stands, worked all over with the 
most curious flowers, extraordinary fruit, gaudy shells, and 
impossibb sea-weed that ever existed; and bordered by 
tofts of coloured worsted as large as oranges ; which, if 
charged for in the bill equal to the price of corresponding 
articles at fancy fairs, were still of so^ie service, and in 
the soak d domestic ingenuity £u: beyond the shell pin*« 
GiishioBS, butterfly penwipers, ornamented oil jars, and 
wwltitnirKnffUfi pexforated-caxd abombiations, which are 
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denominated "fiincy-work" by governesses, and .''dust- 
collectors" by intelligent housekeepers. 

By degrees the samplers entirely disappeared, and we 
began to think that the art of marking, like that of illuim* 
nating missals, would pass away from the earth, an<| be 
only spoken of as a thing that was. Indelible inks started 
up in legions as the needlework declined, pounce rose to 
a premium, and embroidery appeared fast sinking to 
oblivion. But we were mistaken — ^we were only upon the 
eve of a fresh outbreak, which, spuming all control, soon 
spread its influence far and wide, running from one faildly 
to another (that is to say, amidst the female branches), with 
the certainty of the plague ; and quite as difficult to eradi- 
cate when it had once taken hold of the system. 

Its first attack was as unassuming as it was insidious. 
A few simple wreaths of flowers, composed, upon close 
inspection, of small bright coloured squares, appeared in 
the linen-drapers' windows, modestly displayed amongst 
the other goods. We did not think much of them at the 
time, imtil we went one evening to a small social party, 
where the ladies had been requested to " bring their work,'* 
as the meeting was quite friendly. Now we always fight 
very shy of those minor reunions where ladies are requested 
to " bring their work." We look upon them, generally- 
speaking, as very shady aflairs, enlivened only by that 
faint amateur chirping which people, from courtesy, de- 
nominate "a little music;" and where, when the good , 
folks of the house asked you to " come and take your 
bread and cheese with them, and they really meant it," 
you found they were gentlemen and ladies of their word, 
as you seldom got anything else, unless it was the occa- 
sional luxury of a baked potatoe. We were aware the 
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term " bringing your work" signified carrying a delicate 
little basket, containing an equally delicate pair of scissors^ 
a liny reel, a lilliputian housewife, a few very minikin 
pins, and certain odd-shaped scraps of muslin, intended, we 
believe, for cuffs ; with little triangular bits of linen — ^we 
do not recollect their proper name, but we know they have 
something to do with the arm of a shirt, haying observed 
them at the shoulder-joint articulation of our own. These 
affairs are presumed never to have been undertaken with 
a view to their idtimate completion, but to have served as 
pe^etual excuses for idleness and conversation throughout 
many tea-parties. 

However, we went on the evening in question, and 
there we saw one yoimg lady who had brought neither 
muslin nor Irish, but a long strip of black velvet covered 
-with canvass, through the apertures of which she was, 
with xmweaiying energy, pushing a stout needle, that 
pulled after it a train of what we, in the innocence of our 
hearts, termed coloured worsted, but which was pro- 
noimced, with an air of importance, to be ' Berlin Wool.' 
We were, moreover, indulged by the fair operative with 
the further information, that when six or seven feet of the 
velvet had been worked in a similar manner, according to 
the painted pattern at her side, on whose surface she 
appeared to be making continuous and intricate calcula- 
tions with the point of her needle, the ensemble would form 
a bell-pull, as soon as the canvass threads were drawn out. 
A slight spasm convulsed our frame ; we saw the conse- 
quences likely to result &om the introduction of this species 
of manufactiure, and we were not mistaken. We were at 
that time in the habit of occasionally passing a shop where 
the patterns were shown, mixed with the darpery; and 
the first alarming symptom we discovered was the delinear 
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tioa of a Tfirk smoking an imposing pipe, in a tempomiy 
divan of the ''newest town prints." This samewihat 
exQited our apprehension^ which was not lessened irfaen 
we next perceived a Mameluke horseman gaUo|Hng fiereely 
ever plains of mousseline-de-laine and gros de Naples^ as 
well as mounted Arabs prancing at the feet of pynunids of 
ehalis, at '' twelve and sixpence the complete dreee/' and 
red-capped Greeks with long guns and mustadiios^ ^i^ia. 
rently guardu^ boxes of ribands, ticketed BJtper yard, vn 
the most approved style of Brobdignagian twopencco^and 
Lilliputian three-^farthings. 

Anticipating what this would lead to, we were not modi 
surprised on calling one morning upon another young lady, 
also addicted to £Em.cy-work, who had promised to knit us 
a purs^, or a uratch-guard, or something of the kind, to 
find her very busy at an immense wooden frame, wliidi 
looked like the skeleton of a cheval glass, surrounded by 
skeins of wool embracing every tint of the rainbow, and^ 
in our imagination, a hundred more besides, transferring 
the lineaments of the identical Turk, pipe and all, to a 
yard and a half of chocolate-coloured doth, whidi ^ 
gave us to understand was intended for the decoration of a 
low-seated, highrbaeked, oldTCuriosity^boi)-lo©king Aair, 
that appeared to have been lately proimoted £roan the 
lumber-loft to th^ drawing-room. Of course we adntbed 
it, and thought it exquisitely beautiful — ^what else eodbd 
we do?— for the young lady wm very i»etty, and hear 
white arms appe$ured to great adipantage on the dark <^th. 
But we were conscious, of much eviL in the perfonaMwe ; 
and although we mustered up some pretty eon^tUmeots 
about Ariadne, and Sappho at her loom, and wiAes that 
we were Pbaon, and the like species of soft nothii^ tluLt 
[le gentlemen feel (»Ued upon to utter under similar 
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ev^ry bouse would be tujniLed. by a speeiea of domestic 
pantonume, into an amateur Kidderminster factory. Our 
predietions were soon verified by the uneonth>llable 
rapidity with which the patterns now spread abc^ut town ; 
aiid the attraction of the print-shops was completely 
eclipsed by the more prominent display of gaudy pictures 
in the &Bcy-wool warehouses. Even the Turks, Greeks, 
and Mamelukes fell in public estimation ; and yielded to 
large copies of German prints, bearing extraordinary and 
unpronounceable names, to the great joy of the dentists, 
who derived a considerable income from the dislocated 
jaws of the: rash individuals who attempted to utter them ; 
and these again were speedily superseded by Berlin 
editi(MM of our most popular engravings, cut up into 
myriads of tiny parallelograms, and painted all sorts of 
vivid and unmatchable colours. 

And having thus reached the climax of the disease, it 
behoves us to give a few cases in illustration; after the 
manner of medical gentlemen who endeavour to write 
themselves into practice by publishing a book — with the 
exception that our cases are well authenticated, and theirs 
are generally the ingenious conception of a vivid ima- 
gination. 

Case I. 
Miss A—, a young lady aged one-and-twenty, was 
exceedingly clever at every species of domestic accomplish- 
ilieQt, even to making pinafores for her little brothers, 
oontribiiti«&s to the ^^Ladies'-baby's-bib-and<tucker-gene- 
zalnleltvery-loan-association l" and capucines for herself, 
as. well as all kinds of alterations to make the wardrobe of 
last year's suit the fashioos of the present, until she chanced 

r2 
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to go on a visit to some young friends, where it is sup- 
posed she caught the infatuation. For a time she was 
content with embroidering scrolls and wreaths, or little 
mats for shells, china, and gimcracks on the cheffonier; 
but was, at last, yiolently seized with " Bolton Abbey in 
the olden time," and "Napoleon crossing the Alps.'* 
Since this severe attack she has never been known to hem 
even a pocket-handkerchief, and her boudoir, which was 
the pattern of order, is covered with small shreds and 
ends of wool littering about in every comer. At present 
she has few lucid intervals, and should this distressing 
state continue, it is feared her friends must place her in 
confinement at a stall in a bazaar, where her melancholy 
aberration of intellect may be productive of some little 
emolument; her friends having discovered that the pat- 
terns and wools are not purchased for nothing. She has 
thrown out some mysterious hints about working a hearth- 
rug for the drawing-room, in small forget-me-nots, which 
her friends are endeavouring to oppose, as, should it 
succeed, it is feared she may take it into her head to cover 
all the chairs, including the music-stool. 

Case II. 

yirs. B , considered herself very economical, and a 

good manager ; her enemies pronounced her exceedingly 
stingy, and a thorough screw. The carpet of Mrs. B — 's 
parlour began to look rather worn and thready, and she 
forthwith adopted the following plan to get a new one 
at a small outlay. She commenced paying an undeviating 
series of visits to all her young friends who were clever 
in the Berlin line ; and always admired their patterns as 
" the sweetest things she had ever seen." When the bait 
had been swallowed, she threw out hints of her intense 
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desire to possess a spccimea of the young lady's work ; 
and the next day forwarded a piece of eighteen-inch- 
square canvass, with the request that it might be worked 
in any pattern the aforesaid young lady chose. By much 
perseverance she was enabled to procure a sufficient 
number of squares to form an entire carpet, which was 
eventually laid down, to the admiration of ecstatic visitors, 
and the great satisfaction of Mrs. B . 

Case III. 

Mr. C was a young gentleman with an income of 

six hundred a year, who came to reside in a country town 
for study and retirement. He was immediately attacked by 
every marriageable young lady in the place, and received 
more purses, damson cheese, table-covers, currant jam, 
fire- screens, little worsted jugs to keep half-pence in, 
potted beef, and spills, than he knew what to do with. 
At last the Berlin wool changed the style of all these 
delicate attentions. The first shot aimed at him was in 
the shape of a rug for his cofiee-pot, with his initials done 
in German text letters. Next came a small kettle-holder, 
worked with the representation of a very blue kettle on a 
Tery red fire, and bearing the motto " Mind ! it boils ;'* 
and lastly, having sprained his foot, a few days after the 
accident he received nine pairs of slippers — some covered 
with witches and demons, others embroidered with roses 
and dahlias ; but the majority worked in coloured Vandykes 
like a crimped rainbow. His footstool was eventual!}' 
carried away by force to be turned into an ottoman ; and 
his easy chair was abducted in the same manner to have 
its back adorned by " Sir Walter Scott in his study at 
Abbotsford." So acutely did poor Mr. C. suflfer from 
these unflinching attacks, that he is presumed to have run 
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away in the middle of tbe night, leaving directions "wbk 
his housekeeper that the immense accumulation of fanej 
work should be sold without reserve, and the proceeds 
applied towards the formation of a fund for building a 
Persecuted Bachelor's Asylum. 



It will be at once perceived from the above melancholy 
documents, that the mania has reached a fearful pitch of 
intensity. But there is an old saying which teaches us 
the undeniable truth titat when things are as bad ae t&ey 
possibly can be they cannot very well be worse, and it is 
therefore probable that, beforo long, we may perceive 
some slight amelioration of the symptoms. Let us hope 
this will take place, or it may be necessary to hang a red 
cross worked in Berlin wool upon the door of every house 
infected with the malady. We are aware that, like turn- 
ing an electrifying machine, it is an easy performance, 
producing a great effect ; but still, as one of the harsher 
sex, we wish to impress l!ie young ladies with a proper 
notion of the dread wifli which young gentlemen look 
iipon every species of fancy work. We know that flirta- 
tions may be delightfully carried on, .whilst seated behind 
a twenty-inet square of canvass strained upon a frame 
almost to what scientific people term •* a solution of con- 
tinuity," or admiring the gradual progress of a Louis 
Quatorze scroll — ^but flirtations are like squibs without 
bangs, or wet rockets; a great deal of flourish ending in 
nothing but disappointment. We abp^ know that as the 
lady bends down to inspect her work more minutely, or 
count the squares, Ifhe swan-like curve of her neck ap- 
pears to the greatest advantage, and that her silken and 
perfumed ringlets are thrown into most exquisite contrast 
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with the rough worsted they traverse, like a sprmg sephyv 
passing over a fuTKe field. But silken ringlets are very 
d^eate fetters to hiiid down in permanent security so 
wild and imeertain a prisoner as the heart; i^ indeed, the 
bdait can be a pnsoner. 

Tq i^eak in matterHoif^fact terms, it is plainly evident 
that to meet the depressed state of aflSalrs in general, and 
matrimony in particular, useful wives are now preferred 
to astonishing ones. Not that we wish to cry down ac- 
complishments — far fixMn it; for when combined with 
real utility, they a«fe •tril-potent in attraction. The fair 
creature who can stl|»nntend ^fbe manufacture of negus 
and lemonade for her'company^ "liehind the scenes,'' and 
then come calmly iitto the flvawing-room, and sing the 
finale to La Sofmcmihula ^diiist they are drinking it, to 
carry on time and help out the evening, is a ti*easure- 
beyond all ^ce. We will allow her, possessing these 
excelleaiKS, to indulge <<M)fift8ioiially in a small German 
pattern, %^ way dT reonwiioii. Let her not, however, be 
too muNli^ailhratled bg^te-idliireinents, but ever keep in 
mind, tetin point ot iMNll^tt>estic ecomofiiy, it is better 
to be 4iife to sow^n nlmtton properly, than embroider 
aU the A&efixti^ Aoga^ %ing pheasants, and smoking 
Musselam ttfuft ever weR produced. "We admit that the 
daming<dF «lDdciii(p is Iff no means a romantic occupa- 
tion — lifc^teast, we uevusr fod it as suck in the dHl poets — 
but expttmne inwvtti it to be lui exosedinglf wieful one, 
and worthy of ««isijfaNition in all iproperly conducted 
establishments. 

And, finally, for the benefit of patriots and politicians, 
to show how much in reality all theories of general ame- 
lioration eventually yield to per^nal benefit, we beg to 
inform our lady readers, that being an author, in the same 
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situation as Dr. Johnson when he first came to town, 
•' miserably poor," and withal, most grateful for any as- 
sistance, we may, perhaps, be pardoned for throwing out 
the hint — ^in the most delicate manner possible — ^that a 
trifle of Berlin work, in the cause of charity, cannot be 
misapplied, — ^that our present slippers exhibit unequivocal 
symptoms of rapid and inevitable decay, and, that we are 
not at all particular as to pattern.* 




* Our concert-going friends will perceive that the above article 
furnished the talented htiffo singer, Mr. John Parry, with his song of 
•^BerUnWool." 
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THE LAUDANUM PATIENT. 

' Mr. Ckipps was one of the best-tempered men at the 
hospital, wherein he filled the post of house-surgeon, 
always ready for a piece of fun when there was anything 
^oing on; and yet possessing sufficient tact and good 
sense to keep quiet when he thought it necessary for the 
support of the true dignity of his character. He was a 
universal favourite with all classes, both patients, surgeons, 
and pupils ; for he was kind to the first, attentive to the 
second, and never refused to join in the amusements of 
the third, when not interfering with his own duties. He 
was, in fact, what every medical student ought to be. 
Not on the one side a careless idler, who sneered at every- 
thing connected with study, and thought the chief happi- 
ness the world could give was to be found in a glass of 
brandy and water. Nor was he, on the other, one of 
those intense potterers who haimt the hospitals year after 
year, cringing to the officers, and thinking themselves 
above the pupils, with the sole hope of being at some very 
distant period elected assistant-surgeon — an aspiration 
which is never gratified. But he, Mr. Cripps, combined 
the best qualities of the two, and so kept very friendly 
with all. You could seldom go into his room without 
finding one or two of the choicest men in the medical 
school lolling about upon his chairs, and taking everlasting 
lunches ; indeed, his quarters appeared a perpetual scene 
of bread, cheese, and half-and-half, which were mingled 
upon the table in admirable confusion with scalpels, stetho- 
scopes, bones, and manuals of surgery and anatomy. 
' Mr. Cripps' rooms — or rather his room, for the bed- 
chamber was only a long, narrow, accidental appendix to his 
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sitting apartment' — were on the first-floor of the hospital, 
and in the immediate vicinity of two of the '^ards. A 
strong smell of stale tobacco pervaded the interior ; and, 
indeed, it would have been much strongs had there been 
anything to retain it. But the carpet was so worn that it 
appeared to have heeft turned the wrong d^de upwards ; 
and the pair of '^mgy window eurtains had, in all pioba- 
biiity been hanging there ever since the hospital was first 
chartered, and now assimied a series of tints, varying in 
their colour from dirty buff to dull red. 

The fumitare was admirably in keeping with the cham- 
ber, being dark with age, and of a fashion unknown in 
th^ memory of ^e oldest second-hand broker in London. 
The chain mostly suffered from rickets, and the sola was 
particularly unsteady, in consequence ei an unreduced 
dislocation of one of its four hip-joints, which was gi»^ 
dually wearing away a new socket for itsdf in a comer of 
the squab that formed its seat. There was an ancient 
bureau, in which Oripps kept his books ; but the piece of 
furniture had lost its turned legs, which were supposed to 
have mortified at a period lost in antiquity ; and now it 
i^ood by being propped up against the ledge of the 
wainscot behind, and was in consequence christened by 
Mr. Cbr^ps his ''nphokterous biped." One of its doors 
suffbrfed from paralysis of the hinges : and the other had 
an artificial joint, ingeniously made from an old best 
probe, which alloinved it to close and open with toleialde 
£Eusility. The windows commanded a fine view of the 
hospitid garden, with its perambulating patients, con-* 
sisting of convsdesoent amputadons, ameliorated squints* 
recovered opecations for club feet, and last stages but oae 
cf cbdema, who were perpetually crawling up and down 
its Ibnnal walks, and over the paxntielogram of haxd^ 
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black earth, wHcli was by courtesy denominated the grass* 
plot. This area was bounded by the backs of the houses 
in the adjacent sire^ts ; all of whose oeeupants evinced 
indomitable perserextanee in eternally washing their things 
at home, and then displaying them npon poles ^m their 
windows, where <hey fluttered all day long. By much 
observation, Mr. Cripps had become aeqaainted with a 
great deal of the domestic economy pmetised by his 
neighbours, through these signals. He knew perfectly 
when to look out for the appearance of the patchwork 
qnilt, on the third-floor of No. 12; and he ^scovered 
that the back attic of No. 7 possessed iwo pair of sheets^ 
which were washed in turns, being recognised by sundry 
patches and repairs. 

He was sitting one morning in the sso^ery, waiting for 
some out-door patients to arrive, when t^ door opened, 
and Mr. Blake, a pupil of the hospital, inving flrst tfarast 
in a small portion of his head to Bee tint the ooa«t was 
clear, propelled the rest of his body after it, and saluted 
Cripps with a wink ci the ri^t eye, intended to express 
the compliments of the morning. 

" What's the news, Cripps ?*' was the flrst question. 

" Little enough from me," returned his friend. ** My 
opinion of a house-surgeon is, that he's two degrees worse 
off than a prisoner in the Queen's Boieh." 

" Well, you have not much longer to stay," replied 
Blake, seating himself at the table, and playii^ with some 
tooth instruments. *' What a Toom of torture this is !** 
he continued, after a momentary gaze around the surgery, 
and at the different olijects hanging about. 

There certainly was a great display of all kinds of 
articles, that imy one skilled in tlte ait of ingeniously 
tormenting would have delighted to contempiate. Oa^ 
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for obstinate poison-takers ; keys, elevators, forceps, and 
punches for the odontalgists ; caustic for touching up re- 
fractory excrescences; long savage -looking bistouries; 
deeply - insinuating probes and scalpels ; with knives, 
lancets, and directors of every size and capacity. 

" There only wants one thing to render all this appa- 
ratus perfect, said Blake, as he looked round him. 

" And what's that ? " asked Mr. Cripps. 

" A twitch for the noses," replied Blake. 

"I don't quite know what you mean." 

" A twitch," returned Blake, ** is a piece of broomstick 
with a string loop at the end, that you put over colts' 
noses, and screw up tight when they run rusty at being 
singed, or put into harness. You would find it a capital 
remedy for epistaxis." 

*' I don't doubt it," answered Cripps ; " indeed, I think 
it would be a valuable addition to surgery. By the way, 
I've formed a beautiful diagnosis lately." 

" What about?" asked Blake. 

" Between various accidents," returned the house-sur- 
geon. "For instance, broken legs always come on a 
shutter; fractured ribs in a patent cab; and dislocated 
shoulders usually walk." 

** And what good does that do you ? " 

" Oh, nothing particular—- only if you see a casualty 
coming, you know what it is, and what to get ready." 

" Then you had better be looking after your apparatus 
now," said Blake, " for here's an accident coming in. " 

In confirmation of his statement, a crowd of ditty little 
boys, surroimding a group of three persons, the middle 
•one of whom was being supported by the other two, 
crossed the court of the hospital, and came up to the 
surgeiy. As the nurse opened the door to admit them, 
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the whole posse pressed forwards to ohtain entrance with 
the patient ; and the place would have heen certainly car- 
ried by storm had not Blake gone to the assistance of the 
nurse, and vigorously repelled the assailants with a straw 
Junk — an instrument used in the treatment [of fractures, 
and which he liberally dealt about the heads of the 
intruders. 

" Now, then, missus, — what is it?" asked Crlpps, when 
Blake had succeeded in closing the door and bolting it, 
addressing himself to a woman who had come in with the 
patient. 

" He's pisened hisself with lodnum!'* was the reply. 
Whereupon she began to moan after the most approved 
manner of poor people in a dilemma, thinking that she 
should have lived to have seen the day, and recollecting 
it was only last night he was saying, he meant to join the 
blessed Temperance. 

" When did he take it?" asked Cripps, feeling in his 
waistcoat pocket for the key of his stomach-pump. 

" Why, docthor," rejoined the woman, " last Januay 
twelvemonth ' ' 

*' When ? " interrupted Blake, with some astonishment. 

" Last Januay twelvemonth," continued the woman, 
" there was a benefit society formed at the Comer Pin 
public-house, and the members has some 'scursions on 
board the steamboats " 

" My good woman," said Cripps ; " I asked you when 
he took it ; — can't you give me a simple answer ? " 

"I don't know, I don't know!" caied the woman, 
wringing the comer of her apron, as if she laboured under 
a belief that it was wet. " All I can tell is, I'd been into 
Mrs. Watts' to help her wash, and when I come back the 
room was locked, and I looked through the keyhole, and 
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there }m v«8 a sxttii^ in. cm arm-diair with his hai&ds 
hanging down just like a corpse. Oh, dear! oh, dear! 
what fifaaU I d^V' 

^^ What mahea jsm think he 1ms taken kudanuxa?" 
asked Blake^ 

*^ I foraid thia bottie on the fioor,'^ said the woman, 
producing an irregiilarly-shaped green phial wiiii lettoa 
blown om it, and labelled ^' EauKanttiB'-Satiton." 

'^ I don t tkbk that's opmn," said Blake^ satelling the 
bottle ; '* ita more like lacquer for brass work." 

** He's evidently in a state of coma," replied Crippa; 
" and his bieathing is anything but what I should like 
mine to be. Well, there's only one plan — I suppose I had 
better perfonik a solo on the stomach-pmnp." 

" And then we'll give him a promenade without the 
concert, in tbe garden, to keep him awake," added Blake. 
*' Get a basin. Surgery, and some warm water." 

" I think he'a been sitting in the sun a little too much," 
observed the nurse addressed as - ' Surgery," with & know- 
ing assent, as she tilted the kettle, implying by that deli* 
cate metaphor that the man was drunk. 

The stomadi-pnmp was soon in action, and the result 
convinced the students that there was a great deal more 
gin than llafudanum in what the patient had taken. At 
the coodLmou of tl^ performance the man appeared a 
little relieved. He opened his eyes, rolled them, heavily 
about, gave a sulky grunt, and tried to raise hmiself from 
the chair. 

^' Do you think he'IL recover, docthor?" asked the woman. 

" I think sos" said Cripps ; " but he will re^fuire great 
care. Now, we must mind that he does not go to sleep 
again; and Ibr that purpose he must be walked gently 
round the garden." 



^' You can stay here until we return," said Blake to tiie 
-woman. And then supportmg the patient with Cripps' 
aid, they led him into the garden. 

''How are you, old fiieworka?" asked Biake, when 
they got out of earshot. 

*^ I'm the Marquia of Heme Bay, there and haek ; and 
Prince George of Peckham and Camherwell»*' growled the 
man, in the true accents of intoxication. 

"Yes, yes! we know all that," said Bkke. "Don't 
you think a little dash of Preissnite would do him good, 
Cripps ? " 

"I should say. so, decidedly," replied the house-sur- 
geon ; " smd if I haYe preference^ it should be firesh from 
the pump." 

Fortunately for their good intentions^ there was a pimip 
in the garden, principally used for the purpose of irrigating 
the es^ent vegetables which grew there for the con- 
sumption of the matron, secretary, and house-apothecary; 
as well as for strengthening weak ligaments, and relaxed 
joints by its bracing stream. Towards this point Blake 
and Ciipps conducted their patient, and seating him oppo- 
site to it, upon the ground, propped up by. the gairden- 
roller, the first named gentleman worked at the handle, 
whilst the latter interrupted the stream with his hand, 
jerking it copiously into the face of their TZCtLBS, until he 
was wet through and through. 

" Now, I thinks we had better dry him," said Blake, 
when they had persevered in this innocent recreation for 
about five minutes^ Upon which — in spite of the atmg- 
glea and remonstrances of the man, who having been in 
realify only dead-drunk, was coming to his senses again 
veiy quickly—- Ccqpps and his companion took him by the 
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arms, and ran him round and round the garden, until 
nearly every bit of breath was out of his body; and they 
themselves quite overcome with fatigue. 

"Will you ever. do it again?" asked Cripps, with as 
serious a face as he could command. 

"Never, no more, s'help me eversomuch," was the 
answer. " I '11 be a teetotaller,— If I don't I am- " 

" Hush ! " cried Blake gravely. " Recollect how you 
have been snatched from the jaws of death by our united 
efforts. How came you to get drunk so . early in the 
morning ? " 

" It's all along of the 'scursion as I was steward for," 
replied the man. " I had the grog to keep and couldn't 
help it." 

" And how did you come by this bottle r" asked Cripps, 
taking the laudanum phial from his pocket. 

" I keeps lacquer in it," was the answer; " I 'm a gilder 
by trade." 

"I said it was!" cried Blake, quite delighted at his 
prognosis ; " I knew it all the while." 

" How the deuce did you know what lacquer was ? " 
ashed Cripps. 

" I was with a dentist once," replied Blake ; " and we 
used it to set off the brass things that he kept in a little 
case on his street-door post, and made the people beUeve 
were gold." 

The man being pronoimced recovered, was now led back 
to the surgery. He departed in a short time vrith the 
woman, accompanied by the cheers of such little boys as 
had waited outside the whole time, and looking very pale 
and repentant. It seems, however, that the ordeal he had 
undergone was not without its effect; for, three days after- 
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wards, Blake saw him with a high clean shirt-collar, and 
a blue bow on his hat, entering the Temperance Coffee 
House, which was close to the hospital. 
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HOW TO CUBE LOVE. 

AKE three evening parties a- 
week, where you are not likely 
to fall in with the object of your 
affection ; a few. flirtations with 
the finest dark eyes you can 
procure, in the conservator^^ 
after supper; six long waltzes 
with as many pretty girls, and 
taking them down for ice after- 
wards ; four ballads nicely sung, 
without making faces, by the 
same number of beauties in the intervals of the quadrilles ; 
a few visits to the Opera (if you have a box and one 
agreeable companion, tant mieux) when Fanny Elssler 
dances the Cracovienne or the Cachucha, in order [that 
you may dream of her afterwards. N.B. The ground tier 
to be selected, if you can get it. Think, at the same time, 
that Ellen's features are more regular; that Harriet sings 
much better; that Emily's figure is more perfect; that 
Bessy's teeth and hands are much whiter; that Louisa 
has more intellect and mind ; and that Mary's connexions 
are far more desirable. If all this fail, your case is despe- 
rate indeed, and you must try change of air, and a residence 
at Paris, Rome, or Venice during the Carnival. 

o 
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MR. PERCIVAL JENKS, AND THE 
BALLET GIEL. 




^ HE ballet had concluded; the 
lustres of the chandeliers had 
ceased to vibrate with the 
last plaudits; and the people 
in the di«6s circle, who 
commenced getting up and 
looking after their gloves 
and boas when tiie blue fire 
of the last scene was ignited 
by the man with the lucifer- 
matches behind the wings, 
had already gained the lobby. The ML of the drop- 
curtain had dispelled the charm. The bright eyes of the 
coryphees were veiled, and the last glimpse of their satin- 
shod and twinkling feet had been snatched away; in fact, 
sylphs had yielded to every day mortals, and the Danube's 
flowery banks to Brydges Street and Vinegar Yard; when 
Mr. Percival Jenks elbowed his way out of the pit, and 
marched, with excited feelings and romantic thoughts, in 
the direction of the Strand. 

We wish we could tell what Mr. Percival Jenks was ; 
but that was never known to a soul except his employer-^ 
not even to the landlady of the tenement, in whose apart^ 
ments he occupied a second-floor back bed-room. The 
good lady knew he was '' something in a house in the 
city ;" but her information extended no further. What 
were his favourite pursuits, however, and his usual habits 
—his instinctive economy, we were about to say, in com- 
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pliance with the scientific taste of the age — was less 
occult. In winter he led a chrysalis kind of life — ^not 
exactly buried in dirt, with his arms and legs tucked up 
against his ribs, but wrapped up within himself, as it 
were, (for his duffel dressing-gown, which he delighted to 
indulge in when at home, waa his own epitome,) and 
seldom stirring out beyond his usual compulsory attend- 
ance at his situation, except on an occasional pantomimical 
excursion, or shillingV worth of harmony and " hot with" 
at the Eagle. But, at the first approach of spring, Mr. 
Percival Jenks followed up his entomological analogy, and 
burst forth into light and life, in company with everything 
else around him, from the black-laden aspirants to vege- 
tation in the squares, to the solitary hyacinth that bloomed 
from a cracked water-caraffe on his mantelpiece. The 
first gleam of a sunny afternoon was celebrated by the 
investment of a certain sum in a bottle of reviver, for the 
improvement of his fiodc-wwt; and having well-humoured 
his hat with a wet brush, and inked the edges, carefully 
pasting pieces of card inside, to act as splints to the 
fractured tissues of the crown, he washed his silk gloves^ 
boi^t a light-blue figured satin stock, allowed his hair to , 
grow somewhat longer than ordinary, and studioizdy 
dressing himself every day on his return from the city, 
would then turn out in all the pride of his appearance, 
and believe himself a man about town. 

It was coming from Drury Lane Theatre that we firet 
presented him to the reader; and^ like Homeo, we intro- 
duced him sighing and in love, for his heart had been that 
night suddenly taken by storm. The third ballet-girl 
from the left-hand stage-box, with the golden belt and 
green wreath, in the Pas des Guirlandeg, or lyres, or 
umbrellas, or something of the kind, had enslared his 
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susceptible affections. He mechanically wandered to the 
Cider Cellars, and bespoke his supper; but the beautiM 
danseuae still haunted him, and the harmony of that con- 
vivial resort of play-goers fell unheeded on his ear. He 
thought of nothing but her. Now her image dwindled to 
fairy dimensions, stood poised on the top of his roast 
potatoe ; now she laughingly skimmed the frothy surface of 
his pint of stout, and anon rose playfully bewitching 
amidst the smoke of his cigar. 

When a man is at all in love, a glass of brandy-and- 
water wonderfully deepens his affections, and throws a 
romantic halo roimd the beloved object. Match-making 
people who giye evening parties know this axiom well; or 
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they would not be so lavish of their iced punch and 
champagne, to whose combined influence so many proposals 
are in debt. Par consequence, Mr. Jenks, having slightly 
indulged, arrived at home in a state bordering on delirium, 
his thoughts being wildly thrown about in his brain; but 
amidst the confusion of ideas the ballet-girl was still 
floating uppermost, like a nut tossed about in the gutter 
of Botolph Lane. The lodgers who resided in the same 
house were alarmed at the frequent sounds often fantastic 
toes falling anything but lightly on the floor of Mr. Jenks's 
room for half an hour after he went up stairs with his 
candle ; and one of those, who had the curiosity to look 
through the keyhole of his room, reported that he saw 
Percival in an aerial ballet-dress, composed of a red 
pocket-handkerchief girding his blue-striped night-shirt 
roimd the waist, throwing himself into strange pantomimic 
attitudes before the looking-glass, chiefly expressive of 
eternal love, which he several times performed in the 
most approved fashion, by rapping his chest violently and 
rapidly with his right hand, and then raising it towards 
the skies, or, rather, where they were supposed to be. At 
last he got tired, and putting out his candle boimded into 
bed, after missing his aim and springing against the post ; 
for mankind had not yet arrived at the luxury of a self- 
extinguisher — a dreadful little instrument, that embraces 
the wick with a pop/ which frightens you to death for 
the first three months you use it. But even in the dark 
his thoughts still wandered to the beautiful dancer, and he 
pictured her, all smiles and attitudes, hovering about his 
French bed, and dancing a pas seul. upon the washhand- 
stand, until he went to sleep, when he dreamt he was a 
young Arcadian bacchanal, with roses in his hair, receiving 
wine from his goddess, who stood on the toe of one foot as 
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she poured it out, wliile she flung the other several indies 
higher than her own head. 

He awoke in the morning from his blissful slumbers 
feverish and unsettled. The head clerk at his ^* house in 
the city" discovered him drawing little opera-dancers all 
over his blotting-paper, and his accounts were so very 
unsatisfactory that he was obliged to stay two hours after 
time to make them up. At half-price, nevertheless^ he 
was at the play again; his whole existence centered in an 
airy compound of clear muslin and white satin that was 
twirling about the stage. The play-bill afforded him no 
due to her name, or he would have called for her when 
the curtain fell. In vain he looked upon the long list of 
Misses Farebrother^ Marshall, Piatt, Taylor, A. Eendall, 
Beekie, and company. These he knew, but the other's 
appellation still remained a mystery. He went again the 
next night, and the next, and the next. But at length he 
began to find his exchequer would not stand this continued 
run of dissipation. The pit had already given up to the 
two-shilling gallery, and the two-shilling gallery in turn 
had yielded to the celestial portion of the house above it» 
Mr. Percivd Jenks had much internal combating before 
he could descend to this elevation, if we may express the 
change thus paradoxically ; but love overcame all his other 
senses. As the money fell short, even this was given up, 
and he had now no other alternative but to wait at the 
stage-door for the chance of seeing the lady of his heart 

Here, then, for several nights did he take his stand 
amongst the crowd of shabby idlers who loiter about the 
avenues of a theatre. How anxiously he counted out the 
house ! First came the orchestra, then the peasants and 
villagers, then the second-rate actors, next the stars, and 
and finally the scene-shifters ; but no vision of the ballet- 
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girl greeted his vision. Sometimes he imagined that such 
an aerial creature disdained the earth, and evaporated 
through the chandelier, or left the house by some equally 
strange manoeuvre ; so fair a creation could never belong 
to the faded cloaks and drabby bonnets that issued from 
the theatrical sanctum. 

For many nights did Mr. Jenks post himself at ihe 
stage-door, in painful expectation of meeting the loved 
object ; and as many times was he disappointed. Some- 
times he almost inclined himself to believe that the whole 
race of baUet-girls were not mortal ; in fact, that they were 
constituted of the essential particles of gas, music, and 
delusion, that floated about the playhouse (in the same 
manner as the (dd philosophers described the production of 
blight and flre-fiies), dissolving into thin air once more, 
when the performance had concluded. At all events, it 
was an extremely difficult creed to reconcile himself to, 
that the same aerial beings who had beeh riding on wicker 
butterflies, flying on muslin eknids, or floating in baths of 
canvass stretebed on wooden ftames, in the midst of all the 
dazzling excitement of a thettre, could go quietly home 
to sup off bread and cheese, or perhaps onions, or baked 
sheep's heads. No, no, it was not likely ; they must live, 
he thought, on the petals of flowers, and drink dew — ^pure, 
ethereal mountain dew. Perbaps they did ! 

One night, after waiting at his aoenatomed post with his 
usual want of success, Jeuks turned by chance into a neigh- 
bouring house for a bottle of ginger-beer, to allay his 
thirsty and agitated excitement. It was a theatrical 
tavern — a house of call for minor actors, where standard- 
bearers, mobs, pantomime shopkeepers, imps, and banditti, 
could always be engaged on the shortest notice. Hero 
congregated those facetious individuals who tumble down 
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on the slide which the clown has made with a pat of 
butter: here also were attendant demons to be found, 
warranted not to cough, or be choked, in the middle of the 
most dense fumes from the tray of red fire ever ignited, as 
they came up the trap; and here also might be met 
Chinese Brothers, Parisian Incomprehensibles, Saltim- 
banques of Syria, Athenian Athletse, Herculean Egyptians, 
Bounding Bedouins — in fine, wonderful people from every 




comer of the earth, and whose most incredible talent, after 
all, was the perfect knowledge they had acquired of English 
customs and language. 

The bar and parlour of this house were in perfect keeping 
with its jfrequenters. The walls were adorned with per- 
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traits of every actor that had ever lived, in every character 
that he ever performed ; and there were several pictures 
of the same actors in two or three different characters, 
which proved how admirably the performer could change 
the entire contour of his features together with his costume. 
Over the fire-place were two elegant chimney ornaments, 
being representations of Mr. Someone as El Hyder, and 
Mrs. Somebody else as Joan of Arc, mounted upon paste- 
board, and glittering with stamped tinsel and gold dots. 
There had been a companion to the above in the shape of 
Mrs. Honey as Apollo ; but the figure first got very rickety 
about the ankles, and at last, in spite of the match glued 
on behind, broke off altogether, leaving only a pair of blue 
boots attached to the ground-piece. The very placards 
of the prices of various liquors retailed were theatrical. 
Clowns and pantaloons were fighting with bottles of ginger 
beer at " 3c?. a bottle ;" harlequins supported tablets in- 
scribed with advice to " try our Kennet Ale at sixpence ;" 
and Paul Prys, Jim Crows, and Pusses in Boots, abounded 
on all sides, lending their aid to vaimt the superiority of 
the different wines or spirits whose unparalleled cheapness 
they recorded. The whole interior, in fact, bore the re- 
semblance to a pantomime scene, and you would not have 
been much taken by surprise if with a touch of the magic 
wand the whole of the walls and fixtures would have 
turned inside out, or flapped up and dowti, changing into 
the Fairy Palace of the Star of Diamonds, or some other 
of the regions of delight that conclude our Christmas 
entertainments. Where those joyous realms are situated, 
we know not — we are only introduced to their glittering 
localities once a-year; and then, with too painful a re- 
semblance to the momentary flashes of happiness which 
sometimes are allowed to burst upon our own dull worlds 
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they are snatched awaj fiom our sight, leaving all commoiL-* 
place and liCe-like as before. 

When Mr. Jenks entered the house, a knot of shabbj- 
looking men were collected round the bar, discussing 
with much aithusiasm the various matters of t&mporwry 
interest connected with the different theatres. By degrees 
onr hero joined the circle ; he possessed a slight acquaint- 
ance with the subject of their conversation^— sufficient, at 
all events, to enable him to give an occasional opinion — 
and he gradually entered into their arguments ; nor was he 
long in discovering that two of the party were members of 
the Drury Lane Company. The outlay of sixpence in a 
pot of the aforesaid "Kennet Ale" procured him an ad- 
ditional degree of respect and a firmer footing in their 
society ; and, before long, one of them had invited Mr. Jenks 
to accompany him behind the scenes the next night, on 
condition that he would not object to appear on the stage. 

" Will it not be intruding?" asked Percival, modestly. 

" By no means, Sir," returned the man. " The ballet is 
a heavy piece, and an additional supernumerary will be an 
advantage rather than otherwise. Should you like to be a 
vassal or a nobility ?" 

Percival debated the. question in his own mind for an 
instant. He, however, at last, inclined to the aristocracy, 
and expressed his determination to become '* a nobility," 
as his new friend had termed it. The man accordingly 
appointed a rendezvous for six o'clock the next evening ; 
and Mr. Jenks retired home, full of anticipated happiness, 
and contemplating the prospect of an introduction to the 
beloved object 

The next day wore sluggishly away, and a quarter of an 
hour before the appointed time Percival foimd himself at 
the theatrical tavern, in a mingled state of excitement, ex- 
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pectation, and XX ale — a small quantity of which he had 
imbibed to give him the confidents necessary for his ^' first 
appearance upon any stage.'' His new acquaintance was 
xM>t long before he joined him, and they walked together 
in the direction of the stage-door of the theatre, Mr. Jenks 
not having a perfectly distinct idea of whether he was 
progressing forwards upon his head or his heels. 

They entered the door of the sanctum of the playhouse 
— *the mysterious and spell-girt coulisseS''^-&nd threaded 
their way through varibus narrow and intricate passages ; 
now stumbling up, and anon tumbling down, small flights 
of stairs, and then fiiUing over properties, ropes, spars, and 
set pieces, which were strewn or crowded in all directions. 
The walls were rough and unplastered, or covered with 
thin coats of dirty whitewash ; jets of flaring gas burst out 
at short intervals ; and people were constantly hurrying 
backwards and forwards, pushing Mr. Jenks about in every 
direction, and requiring him to control his bewildered ideas 
to the personal care of himself — at least, as far as he was 
able to do so. 

After passii^ through a part of the theatre appropriated 
to all sorts of odd frameworks and contrivances for some 
display — amongst which he recognised various old well- 
known stone crosses, wheels for water-mills, and flowery 
banks and arbours, as well as ruined columns, fortified 
gateways, and gothic arches, made from wood and canvass, 
by a species of theatrical petrifaction, a sudden turn 
brought him unexpectedly upon the stage^ immediately 
behind the enormous curtain, whose mighty expanse was 
hanging in sullen grandeur, until the three knocks of the 
prompter should arouse its attendant machinery. 

And this, then, was the stage of Old Drury! This 
large sloping floor of worn and dirty boards, intersected 
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by rougli grooves and slides, and perforated by traps and 
falling platforms at every step — ^this area of dust, chalk, 
splinters, stains, and protruding rails and pegs — ^was the 
scene of those countless wonders he had so often gazed upon, 
when, from the two-shilling gallery, its surface appeared 
elean, smooth, and regular, as the floors of Windsor 
Cfastle ! But above all, this was the spot hallowed by the 
presence of the loved object — he could almost trace the 
particular board on which her tiny foot descended after 
one of her atrial bounds. And she would be there again 
to-night. He should see her — ^breathe'the same air that she 
did (and a delightM atmosphere of gas, brimstone, oil, 
and wet size it was, only besides being blind. Love ocea- 
sionally wants some other of the senses) ; above all he 
might perhaps speak to her ! 

By degrees he became sensible of the buzz of the 
audience, broken by the intervening curtain into a low 
continued murmur. The orchestra, too, began to tune. 
First, a solitary violin, like the early chii-p of a restless 
sparrow, or what writers of more poetical invention would 
call the first morning carol of the bird of the greenwood, 
gave the note. This provoked other sounds — the French- 
horn, who had not yet entered the orchestra, indulged in 
some flourishes of his own whilst yet under the stage ; 
the trumpet took j his instrument to pieces, and blew 
through each bit separately; the drum performed some. 
raancEUvres with the pieces of cord that were stretched 
along the side, in the self-opiniated idea that a di*um was 
capable of being tuned ; and the triangle, who had not 
much to arrange, first looked all round the house, and 
then nodded, with a patronizing air, to a friend whom he 
recc^ized in the front row of the pit. 

At last, the overture commenced, and the gi-oups took- 
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their respective stations upon tlie stage, for the first scene 
of The Siege of Rochelle, Mr, Jenks remarked, with 
some expressions of naive astonishment, that the hehnets 
of the soldiers were not of real steel, and that the peasant- 
«8ses on the right were working without needles. He 
;inoreover observed, that they were about to " drink to 
Victory" in copious libations of air, which, philosophically 
<K>nsidered, was the only fluid that filled the cups and 
flagons. He would have indulged in more minute dis- 
coveries, had not his friend told him, that the stage must 
be cleared of all extraneous characters, for the opening 
chorus; whereupon, he retired behind the wings, first 
receiving strict injunctions not to go beyond a certain 
line, T)ecause if he did, they could see him from the 
audience part of the house ; and the generality of play- 
goers were getting so very acute in their ideas of dress, 
that they knew brown tail coats and drab trowsers were not 
the costumes worn at Rochelle at the period of the siege. ' 
The first act passed away, and Mr. Jenks had seen 
•nothing of his goddess. At this period, his theatrical 
Mentor simimoned him to the gentlemen's dressing-room, 
in order that his costume might be provided for the ballet. 
-As there was no dress laid out for him, he followed his 
friend up-stairs to the wardrobe ; a long room lined with 
presses, and provided with large counters, on which were 
ileposited all sorts of tunics, trunks, tights, and tinselled 
tabards and trimmings. Here he was soon provided with 
ja suit of extraordinary splendour of appearance (from the 
iiouse) ; and taking it under his arm, he retraced his steps 
to the dressing-room, and contrived, by some means or 
tmother, to get into it, although it certainly cut him a 
'little imder the arm, and was not so long in the waist as 
it might have been. His Mend applied a little coarse 
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rouge to his cheeks with a hare's foot ; and having ttim^d 
him round two or three times, as if he was playing at 
blindman s-buff, without a bandage, declared him perfectly 
in order to take his place in the groups as a nobility. 

With a palpitating heart, Mr. Jenks allowed himself to 
be led on to the stage, and not without some misgivings 
did he listen to the directions for his subsequent de- 
meanour. At length the awful moment arrived. I'Le 
visitors of the Baron had to make their appearance, and, 
sticking close to his friend, he plunged &om behind the 
side-scene into the full blaze of the lamps and^ si^ht of 
the audience. For an instant he saw nothing but aa 
indistinct and blinding glare, amidst which the foot-lam pg 
appeared to be performing a ballet of their own. But, by 
degrees, the immense s€Ule and its occupants became 
apparent, forming a vast amphitheatre of heads cm each 
side, which gradually vanished in the distant elevations 
of the gallery. Between him and tl^ audience, various 
delicate forms, all with their badis towards him, were 
twirling and bounding over the stage, and these instan- 
taneously riveted his sight. Yes — there, at the well- 
known spot, was the equally familiar golden belt and 
green wreath, flinging their attendant pair of arms joy- 
ously in the air, or linking them in a beauteous circle with 
their £sur companioais. 

" Bow, bow," said his friend, as the dance concluded^ 
and applause rang through the house» 

Mr. Jenks inferred it wa» to the audience he should 
make the solute^ and accordingly he bent low towards 
themt 

'^ Pshaw !*' remarked his friend, spinning him forcibly 
round ; '' You must bow to the Baroii— he is mtpposed tQ 
give the feast*" 
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And scarcely knowing what he did, Mr. Jenks repeated 
his inclination to the Baron, after ererybody had finished. 
The curtain at this moment descended for the conclusioQ 
of the first act, and Perciyal, before it had half fallen, 
hastened towards the spot just occupied by the loved 
object. As the heavy roller of the drop-sceue touched 
the ground he was at her side. 

Lovers are an extraordinary set of people. When 
they are absent from the adored object, they think of 
nothing else : they indulge in long imaginary conversa^ 
tions, and receive all sorts of delightful ideal replies in 
return : and yet the minute they come into contact (pro- 
vided of course that they are not regularly engaged, which 
diminishes a great deal of their romance), they stand 
sidling about, as silent as a baek street on a wet Sunday, 
hazarding a few very commonplace remarks ; and directly 
they have parted, loading themselves with self-reproaches 
for what they might have said. Thus it proved with Mr. 
Percival Jenks. The instant that he found himself near 
the idol of his aflfections — so near that the silver-bound 
flounce of her white muslin dress touched his long red 
stockings — ^he appejired deprived of utterance, and re- 
mained in one fixed position, gazing very devotedly at the 
green wreath. And he was slightly annoyed at one cir- 
cumstance : the lady, on her side, took no notice of him ; 
although he was sure she must often have observed him 
applaud her amongst the ten or twelve hundred other 
auditors. She never even turned her eyes towards them, 
but appeared to be directing all her attention to the per- 
formance of certain positions and attitudes, with no other 
object that he could perceive than the amusement of a tipsy 
scene-shifter, who was half asleep inside the Sonnambula 
mill-wheel. He thought upon a dozen of vaxious methods 
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to commence a dialogue with her, and abandoned them all 
in turn ; some being too reserved, others too familiar, and 
the rest incapable of producing the impression he wished 
to make at first starting. At last, he thought he would 
place himself directly opposite to her, and smile very 
blandly, 

" Now, sir, I'll trouble you to move," said another 
scene-shifter, who was carrying a side-scene for the next 
act, which looked to Percival like a large clothes-horse 
covered with dirty canvas, and to the audience like the 
massy stone buttress of a prison. / 

This was very annoying, for Mr. Jenks had that instant 
attracted the attention of the danseuse — ^at least he thought 
he had. Before he could recover his position, the whole 
troop of young ladies went chattering and laughing up a 
steep flight of stairs to their dressing-rooms, because the 
peasant girls of one scene had to go on as water-nymphs 
in another, and a consequent change of apparel was requi- 
site. Like the brave old oak, Percival found himself 
*' left in his pride alone," and he retreated in melancholy 
and disappointed humour to join his friend, and receive 
instructions as to what he was to do next when the act 
began. 

In a short time, the curtain once more rose upon the 
.wonders of the ballet, and the nymphs of the Danube 
again appeared upon the stage. Percival could stQl distin- 
guish the form of his beloved one amidst the throng of 
dancers ; and when the gentleman in white tights ran 
about amongst the water-sprites as if in search of some- 
hody, first catching hold of one and then of the other, 
and occasionally seizing Percival's adored one, he thought 
. what a happy person the gentleman in such a case must 
be. All this time he was inventing a fine speech to make 
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to the young lady when he had an opportunity of once 
more addressing her ; and at last he composed one which 
he thought the beau ideal of gallantry. But, throughout 
the performance he never could contrive to get near her. 
When he was off the stage, the loved object was, in com- 
pany with the other attendant sprites, delighting the 
audience close up to the front lamps ; and yet, whenever 
he was on the scene, bowing to the Baron, he could see 
the fair one spinning and bounding about in the side-scenes 
like a top that had taken too much. Now she was play- 
fully endeavouring to place her sandal on the top of a 
scene-shifter's head ; now she was jumping over the rain. 
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or seeing how high she could touch the thunder ; and now 
— <:ould it really be, that she was drinking sometldng ovt 
of a pint pot ! No ! impossible ; she was merely practis- 
ing how she should hold the silver goblet in a future 
scene. At least this was the object of the peifi>nnan«e 
that Peroival, in the kindness of affection, ascribed to hex. 
Whether he was right or not, we will not pretend to say. 

At last the ballet concluded, and eTcrjthody tkat had 
been concerned in it xetir»d to diveist themsekes of thea: 
gaudy apparel, and once more descend to lihe coetume of 
common mortak. In company with the others, Percrval 
retreated to the dressing-room, and hurriedly ^proceeded to 
skin off — ^for they were very tight — his garments of nobi- 
lity, in the hope that he might gain the stage -door before 
the lady of hk< heart kft. Bat agaia his evil genius was 
against him. The dmbsmtm hadjpsnsised to execute a pta^ 
seul that eTeaang ior tikeilmefit ^uf a friend at a musical 
tavern in the nei^bouzhood, where there was a sixpenny 
concert every ni^t, and accnrdingfy had Ictft the theatre 
in a patent cab the instant the curtain fell. Ignorant of 
this, Mr. Jenks waited eyerybody smt of the house, imtil 
the watcbnwB! bhraielf cum to dose the &»r ; then he- 
tore himself arway, having first mede an appcnntment witlt 
his new friemS to attend the ^viieEursal the next morning, 
when, if he got through his d!cttie9 tolerably well, an in- 
distinct hint was held out of tweke shillings a-week salary^ 
to be paid by instalments, whea he could get them. 

Our ideas ctf external objectS) good or bad, are inti- 
mately connected with thedEnane ctf mind we chance to be 
in when wc ti«ilice them. Ifeareival was in a very ill- 
humour, and he allowed it to Ibrow a gloomy mantle over 
everything that came in his -wasy. What business had the ' 
^l^nle with ham sandwiches and boiled feet to bother him 
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-with their importunities to puroiiaae! The yery baked- 
. potato men followed him with their rubbish, and the cab- 
men appeared more than eyer obtnuiyely inquisitiye, 
interrupting his chain of thoughts eyery minute with their 
bails. When he got home, he found &ult with the key- 
hole of the street-door : next he quarreUed with every 
bolt in succession, as he feistened it after him, finiahmg 
1^ bestowing a look of profound contempt upon the chain ; 
Ittld when he reached his bedroom he was so disjdeased 
with the window-blinds, bed-furniture, looking-glass, and 
snuffers, that it is a wonder how he had contrived to live 
there so long under such an accumulation of domestic 
grievances. Perhaps the looking-^ass was most deserv- 
ing of his ire. It was a swing one, and, like all its 
species, persisted obstinately in tumbling forwards the 
instant you went to look in it. Once it could be fixed by 
turning round the knobs at the side, but that w€ts at a 
period long passed away ; and now the only plan to ensure 
its services was to wedge it immovably with the handle of 
the hair-brush against one of its pillars. Having accom- 
plished this, Mr. Jenks proceeded to divest himself of the 
rouge that stiU adorned his cheeks ; and then getting into 
bed, fairly moped himself to sleep, when he dreamed that 
all his direst wishes were acoempliahed— a melancholy 
delusion that haunts our shunbers whenever the really 
desired object is most 'remote firom being fulfilled, as if 
the painful reality of waking to gloom and sorrow was 
meant to prove how little worth are the wanderings of 
&ney and imagination against the hard truths which life 
is constantly teaching .U8» 

His excuse for ahs^Eice firom his "house in theeity" 
the next morning was easily anticipated. And a glorious 
one it was — one that has put off more parties than any 

h2 ^ 
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other, where the expense began to frighten the girers ; 
one that has declined more invitations than any other, 
"where the society was not too much admired ; one that 
has thrown up imwelcome visits, broken impleasant ap- 
pointments, shirked long-winded intruders; in fact, one 
that has served everybody at all times — ^the universal, 
escapeless, convenient influenza. This amiable ntialady 
answered every purpose Mr. Jenks desired. His employer, 
who expected some people for money, was laid up witli 
the same complaint, and therefore he could not grumble at 
his clerk for having it. Besides, he had been at a 
party the night before, where the hostess had met with 
£fty refusals that morning. It is true, that the children 
in the house had been ill with the scarlet fever since the 
invitations first went out and were accepted, but this 
could not have been the reason. It certainly was very 
generally prevalent indeed. Accordingly, Percival took 
unto himself a holiday ; and, punctual to his agreement, 
met his theatrical friend as he had appointed, when they 
both went together to the rehearsal. 

If there is a truly forlorn and deplorable spectacle in the 
world, next to a bachelor's room the morning after a con- 
vivial party, it is. the interior of a theatre by daylight; 
when the cold light streams in fropi numerous small vnn- 
dows and apertures over the galleries and chandeliers, 
revealing the tawdry decorations of the house in all their 
poverty. And very cheerless indeed did the playhouse 
look when Percival entered ; the whole of its vast area of 
pit, boxes, and galleiy being totally deserted, except by a 
few remote and indistinct forms, who were knocking 
brooms about amongst the benches, and sweeping up all 
the orange-peel, nut-shells, torn play-bills, and odd gloves, 
that the audience of the preceding evening had left behind 
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them. The gentlemen of the orchestra were performing 
some pieces of music that awakened loud echoes in the 
comparatively empty building, and small knots of ill- 
dressed people, the majority of whom appeared to revel in 
second-hand editions of cast-off fashions, were collected 
about in different situations, hurriedly gabbling over the 
dialogue which was to delight the evening's audience. At 
one of the wings, a crowd of noisy girls had collected, who 
appeared to set little value upon the frequent and autho* 
ritative commands for silence that were launched against 
them. It was amongst these Percival made sure of find- 
ing his fair one ; and if one voice more soft, one laugh 
more silvery, than the others, rose above the general 
clatter, he made sure it was hers. He would have gone 
over to them ; but not knowing how far stage etiquette 
allowed such a proceeding during a rehearsal, he kept in 
his place, and contented himself by putting ft few interro- 
gatories to his companion. 

** Do you know the young lady," he inquired, " who* 
dances in the ballet, with a green wreath round her 
head?" 

'' And a gilt belt round her waist ? " asked the Mend ia 
turn. 

** The same. Who is she? " eagerly demanded Percival. 

" Oh — its Miss — Miss — I shall forget my own name 
next." 

Percival was about to suggest Rosi^re, Celeste, Amad^e, 
and other pretty cognomens, when his companion caught 
the name, and exclaimed, 

'< Miss Jukes. I thought I should recollect it." 

The name certainly was not what Percival had ex- 
pected: still, what was in a name? — *' Jenks" was not 
very poetical, and the other was something like it. 
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"Could you fjlvour me with im introduction to her?'* 
he asked. 

" In a minute, if you wish it," returned his companion. 

" You know her intimately, Ihen ? " 

** Very. I buy all my greengrocery of her.'* 

He bought all his greengrocery of her! She was 
mortal, then, and kept a shop. In a state of semi- 
bewilderment, Percival crossed the stage with his fiiend 
towards where the dancers stood. He heard her called 
by her name ; she turned, and they were introduced. 

Gracious powers 1 how a minute broke the enchantment 
of many weeks. The nymph of the Danube was habited 
in si faded green cloak, and straw bonnet, with limp and 
half-bleached pink ribbons clinging to its form. Her 
pallid and almost doughy face was deeply pitted with the 
small-pox ; her skin was rough, from the constant layers 
of red and white paint it had to endure ; her hair was 
twisted up into two paper-screws on her forehead ; and 
her nails, which appeared at the ends of her worn-out 
gloves, almost tempted Percival to ask himself, in the 
words of a celebrated national poet, " Did you ever behold 
such a little black row?" Moreover, she had evidently 
been indulging in a meal from an edible root that nobody 
ever thinks of touching if they are going to an evening 
party afterwards. 

And this, then, was the object of his affections ! Had 
Ms love so blinded him that he never allowed for the ad- 
vantages of light, dress, and distance ? He fell back with 
a convulsive start, and, darting from his companion, 
rushed out of the theatre in the most frenzied manner pos- 
sible, and hurried home ; where, on gaining what he 
termed the solitude of his own chamber, he hid his head 
under the bed-clothes, and moaned grievously fbr half an 
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hour, until the lodgers, thinking he must be seriously ill, 
assembled in a body on the landing, and recalled him to 
bis senses by breaking in the door, 

It was his first love, and his last. The illusion had 
been too harshly broken for him ever to fall into the same 
error again. He put all vromankind down as ballet- girls, 
and he invested them all with the same deceptive beauty. 
The theatre lost all its charms for him: he felt he saw 
everything through a false medium ; and, mistrusting the 
rosy cheeks, white arms, and long dark tresses of the 
coryphies, he only pictured them as he would fain believe 
that they appeared at a morning rehearsal. 
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MOBAL, 

Young gentlemen ! if you are particularly struck with 
any young lady whom you may meet in society, think of 
Mr. Jenks, and do not believe she is always as attractive 
as she appears at a time when her sole aim may be to 
seem pleasant and agreeable. Remember, that the follow- 
ing momlag she may be as altered as a cottage omee — 
which you have only seen before durifig the summer — 
appears on Christmas day ; in fact, that there is an ex- 
treme dijQference between night and morning in the ap- 
pearance of a beaut)' — an assertion, to the truth of which 
those who have seen the lady passengers of a night coach 
or French diligence turn out to breakfast, can fully testify. 
Trust rather to the mind than to the face ; and if you are 
in a huriy to propose, ask yourself candidly whether you 
think the same impression would have been made had yon 
been bom blind. There is a theatrical medium in the 
great world, as well as in a playhouse, through which 
alone we view its most agreeable scenes. This will flatter 
and disguise all objects ibr a time, but sooner or later you 
will find them out, and come to the conclusion, that infa- 
tuation and enthusiasm are delightful passions in their 
way, until you are admitted by experience behind the 
scenes. 
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A LITTLE TALK ABOUT SCIENCE AND 
THE SHOW-FOLKS. 

We are, certainly, getting too refined to be jovial, and 
our increased education is gradually driving out of our 
hearts what little inclination to honest mirth the altered 
times have left us. All the sports that mode old England 
" merrie " at that jocund period " once upon a time,*' are 
disappearing one by one ; and Science has so startled our 
ancient pastimes, that few have had the good fortune to 
withstand her march, and assert their ancient powers of 
attraction for the citizens of London. Nor will they ever 
rise again ; or, if they do, their re-appearance wiU be in 
some altered and deeply philosophical form ; so that 
honest old Strutt himself would not recognise those games, 
whose principles and laws he has so fondly collected and 
chronicled. The turf of the tilt-yard would be supplanted 
by wooden blocks and asphalte ; the boats of the players' 
at the water-quintain would be propelled by the Archi- 
medes screw, instead of the lusty arms of ** the youthe of 
Finsburie and Chepe :" the marching watch of St. John's 
Eve in their bright armour, and with their blazing cressets, 
would give place to a procession of policemen in India- 
rubber cloaks, bearing a dazzling and bewildering galaxy 
of Bude lights : the Yule-log of Christmas would yield 
to a lump of anthracite coal in a Dr. Arnott*s stove, or a 
Chunk, or a Harper and Joyce, or a Vesta, or some other 
uncomfortable-looking, black, cheerless substitute for a pro- 
per grate fire, of which every one knows half the pleasure is 
to look at and poke : the simple feats of the glee-men and 
joculators would be eclipsed by the more astounding 
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illusions of Mr. BachhojQPher at the Polyteclmic Insti- 
tution : the garlands would revolve round the Maypole by 
voltaic electricity; and the '* miracles, mysterieS) and 
moralities " performed on carts during the season of Lent, 
would be supplanted by travelling lecturers from scientific 
institutions, in perambulating vans driven by steam, or 
raised gently from one spot to another by numerous 
balloons guided by Mr. Green's whirligigs. 

We assert, firmly and deliberately, all these things 
would happen— nay, they will happen; and we are not 
£kr from the period of the crisis. The time is fest 
approaching when our very nurseries will be schools 
fbr science; when our children's first books will be 
treatises on deeply scientific subjects; and when even 
their playthings will partake of the change. The Dutch 
toys will be thrown aside for the Daguerreotype ; the 
doll's house will be a model of the Adelaide Gallery ; and 
the nursery carpets and morning dresses will be burnt 
fall of holes by the acid from the doll's galvanic trough or 
hydrogen apparatus. Cheap air-pumps will be imported 
from Holland in chip botes, with barrels fitted ^up on the 
principle of the pop-gun; and dumps will be no longer 
cast in pipe-clay moulds, but turned out fresh and sharp 
by the electrotype — another type of the advancing age. 
Noah's arks will assume the form of chemical-experiment 
boxes : the beasts and birds will turn to rows of labelled 
reagents, and Noah and his family, sticks, little round hats 
and all, will be transformed into test-tubes and spirit- 
lamps. The magic-lantern will be cast aside for the gas 
microscope ; and our old and once-loved friends, the devil 
and the baker, the tiger that rolls his eyes, and the birds 
Ihat fly out of the pie, will at last vanish away to nothing 
ik reality, before the magnified attractions of the claws of 
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-ilie DyHsous Marginalise the wing of tiie Lihe^da, or the 
-wnggling abominations of a drop of dirty -water ; of wMch 
lioxTors, collected from standing pools and cranuned into 
tfae smallest possible quantity of fluid that will allow them 
room to move, people go away from the exhibitioii firmly 
conyinoed tiiat they allow millions to pass down their 
€B9ophagus (it used to be called gullet) every time they 
take a draught of water, and they abandon it in conse* 
quence, and stick to Guinness and Whitbread. We Ao 
not think that any microscopic exhibitor has yet been rash 
enough to show what species of monstrous animacids is 
Ibund in a pot of stout or " half-and-half." 

Amongst the changes and innovations made by what 
the advocates of education are pleased to call " an improved 
state of the mental condition of the people," we regret 
none more than that which has led to the gradual extinc- 
tion of our ancient friends, the Mountebanks. We do not 
mean the peripatetic vendors of quack medicines — they 
had passed away long before we made our first dibut upon 
the stage of the minor theatre of our existence ; but we 
allude to the equestrian performers, who formeriy pitched 
their ring, and delighted us for a summer's afternoon wiiii 
their wonderful feats, on some waste piece of ground in 
our* vill^e. Alas ! the waste pieces of ground are no 
longer to be discovered, for they have been enclosed and 
built upon; and cottages, teeming with dirty squalid 
.children have supplanted the glittering troop that were 
accustomed to perform their manoeuvres on the same spot. 

We well recollect the site of their most favourite al 
fresco theatre, when they paid us a visit. It was a smooth 
patch of grass, at the end of the village, surrounded by 
goodly horse-chestnut trees, that formed a pleasant shade 
firom the sun, except where his beams fell in playfbl and 
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quivering patclies upon the arena. Part of this spot Tras 
bounded by one of our old abbey walls, and here was the 
gallery. How lucky did we think ourselves if we oould 
procure a place on this favoured elevation, after clambering 
up the loose stones and rugged ivy that clung to it, and 
seat ourselves amidst the crowd of dirty little street boys 
who swarmed on its summit! And how well we were 
enabled to see the performance, without being expecteii 
to give anything ! We have never felt the same pleasiu e 
since; not even in the curtained pigeon-holes of the 
Opera, or the private boxes of the great theatres. We 
enjoyed a faint reminiscence of bygone times one night 
in the gallery at Astley*s, but this was far from oiu* former 
sensations : for the tawdry ceiling was above us instead of 
the clear blue summer sky; the escaping gas supplied 
the place of the sweet country air, and the chirping of the 
birds in the old chestnut trees was but ill supplied by the 
occasional catcall of some restless spectator, impatient for 
the commencement of even an Astley orchestra. 

To our juvenile minds the Mountebanks were beings of 
an elevated and barely comprehensible station. We knew 
them to be mortal, for they drank beer from pewter pots 
during the performances, and put on old great coats, 
which, tattered and buttonless, certainly partook of our 
own world, — after any very violent exertions. But then 
the merrymau beat all our most acute conjectures as to 
his existence. Could he ever have been a baby? We 
thought not, but rather inclined to the idea that he was 
some wonderful creation that had dropped ready-made 
from the clouds, always happy and laughing, and pos- 
sessing the mysterious power of throwing the same spell 
over his auditors. An ignorant companion once attempted 
to make us believe that a sallow-faced and melancholy- 
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lookiDg maft whom we saw buying a loaf and a red herring 
in a chandler's shop the day after one of the performances 
was the clown ; but we did not credit his statement for an 
instant. No, no — ^the merryman would not have bought 
anything. He would have gone boldly into the shop 
(probably he would have jumped through the door), and 
having thrust a butter-firkin on the head of the man who 
kept it, would have filled his pockets with what he wanted, 
and then driven them off on a truck of his own impromptu 
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construGlion, with a flitch of ^JbneBSi for the body, and 
cheeses ifiwr wheels. We were heM convinced that his 
life wa«; a species of perpetual pantomime;; *^iBt*he threw 
somerate into bed when he retired for the ni^t, if, indeed, 
he eyer^di^t; andril^ he rolled out in tfie morning with 
his head betweeii ^his heek, crowing and 'ku^hing as we 
loved to hear him. The performances usually concluded 
by a lottery, which was conducted by the master of the 
ring, and to which a chance of participating in its prizes 
was obtained by the purchase of shilling tickets. Great 
indueemento were held out to entice the rustics to ri^ 
their coin in the venture. A leg of mutton, a small pig 
«— nay, a watch, was sometimes the chief prize ; but we 
noticed that, somewhat singularly, these valuable articles 
were always gained l^ some stranger whon^ nobody knew. 
Ko suspicion was, however, excited, and we w^re perfectly 
content with the metal pencilcase, the painted tin waiter, 
or the pair of snufiers^ with which the blind goddess 
favoured us. 
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If a fair passed over without being attended by a show 
of any kind, it was a matter of deep concern to us* We 
believed that the economy of our village must be at a low 
ebb, and that the agricultural transactions connected with 
our annual festival could not be carried on with their usual 
spirit and business, unless a few sights were exhibited, in 
order to draw the neighbouring people together for the 
day. And how we used to look out for the shows the 
night before the fair ! With what joy we received the 
intelligence that the postman had passed six caravans in ' 
the lane between our village and the next town ; and witii 
what mysterious importance we communicated the intelli- 
gence to our companions ! And when they arrived, how 
we watched their heavy yellow carriages drag up the 
street, one after another, each drawn by one miserable 
horse, looking like the industrious flea in the omnibuSy 
compared to the size of the vehicle ; with the sometimes 
additional help of a donkey &stened by old cord to the 
shafts ! We formed a thousand surmises as to their con- 
tents, until a strange howl from the interior of one of 
them betrayed the secret that they were " wild beasts." 
From that moment there was good-bye to anything like 
staying in-doors. It was no use sending the servants 
after us, for we eluded their grasp by creeping under the 
wheels or behind the caravans ; and we watched, with 
the most intense interest, the gradual placing of the lai^ 
carriages, to form the quadrangle that was to constitute 
the show of to-morrow. 

A ^' dancing show" was, however, our greatest delight ; 
and hour after hour have we loitered about the progressive 
elevation of the spars and canvas, until the complete 
pavilion stood before us. How happy we thought our- 
selves in being able to pick up the hammer when it fell, 
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and give it to the man on the rickety blue ladder, who was 
nailing to the front poles a beautiful piece of red festoon, 
edged with black, and adorned with round ornaments of 
thin brass, like the escutcheons of bed-posts ! Could it 
be possible that those dirty people in shirt-sleeves, who 
were drawing out the long poles from the flat wagon, were 
the same who would appear on its platform the next day, 
in flesh-coloured tights and velvet jackets ? Was it reallr 
the case that the woman in the dingy common shawl, and 
without a bonnet, returning from the baker's with a stale 
half-quartern imder her arm, would dance outside to- 
morrow in spangled muslin and satin shoes ? — (pipe- 
clayed, to be sure, but still satin). It was possible, we 
knew, and yet we scarcely believed it. . 

It was not until towards the afternoon of our fair that 
the exhibitions commenced. During the earlier part of 
the day the show assumed an air of impressive solemnity 
in its deserted loneliness, with its gaudy draperies moving 
gravely in the wind. No one was, as yet, on its platform: 
a boy occasionally crossed the arena with a beer- can ; but 
t^at was all. There was no further notification of its 
internal existence ; but we knew the preparations must he 
extensive and important. At last, afternoon came, and 
with it the show-folks, one after another, up the steps to 
the front platform. Then we were in our glory ; an irre- 
sistible attraction bound us to the spot, and all else was 
forgotten. In vain did the nursery-dinner wait ; we had 
no hunger beyond that which a penny slice of cold plum- 
pudding, or a mealy-looking pie, could appease; and» 
hidden by the crowd, we enjoyed the varying performance, 
hour after hour, sorry when the ominous " All in to com- 
mence," took the actors, for a while, from our delighted 
gaze. There was a wild Indian, with a red-ochi'e face and 
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black legs ; a great curtain-ring in his nose, a lai^e club, 
and a feather cap, like the penny portraits of Mr. H. Wal. 
lack, as Rolla, with all his limbs extended, holding a fright- 
ened doll on his left shoulder. There was also a country- 
man, with a great nosegay and striped blue stockings, who 
was perpetually getting knocked down, and whose appella- 
tion appeared to be " Cauliflower ;" with three gentlemen, 
in fancy dresses of every costume on the face of the globe, 
most ingeniously combined ; who waltzed with the three 
beautiful ladies, except when the music stopped, and then ' 
the ladies walked arm-in-arm by themselves, up and down 
the platform ; and Mr. Merryman—- dear, foolish, ill. used 
Mr. Merryman— led the master of the concern, a very fat 
man, in feathers and a red sash, to the front, and com- 
menced haranguing the crowd after his master^s dictation. 
What roars of laughter arose when he called exhibition 
eggs and hctcon^ and sport and pastime pork and parsnips. ; 
and how we wondered if it hurt him when he was whipped. 
Oh ! how delightful it all was ! 

The interior of the show was equally gratifying. We 

were told that the outside was always the best ; it might 

have been, but there was a great deal in paying to see the 

performance, whereas the other was gratis. We well 

remember its rough benches, formed of planks laid upon 

tubs; its tottering steps that conducted to the front seats, 

its hoops of candles, its pole that intercepted the view in 

the middle; and its coarsely-painted scenery — then far 

beyond the choicest of Stanfleld*s dioramas, as specimens 

of art, at least to our eyes. Sometimes the performance 

was conjuring ; and sometimes it was a play, with a comic 

song between (sung by the countryman) whose chorus was 

always '' Bi tit fol iddledy, tit fol iddledy, tiddledy heigh 

gee boo ;'' or, occasionally, a young lady danced a hom- 

I 
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. pipe "on a little piece of bD^(iid,ukid «[o^im^ for the pnarpcee, 

after which ske^^ade a cdlle>b1^0n for p^ivcd ; the Panta- 

^lo<Hi, who played the dfttm^ atid ^ndotfoi ^>p^, in^Fti^ 

-the company, *' it was all she h&d for^h^r ##ii« perquisite, 

• to bay trinkjets w£th ;'* the •said' ^' trinkets "- meaodifg •biread 

-and cheese^ and yellow solip. Cdminonplaoe and spir^tkss 

. the performance doubtless Wte, but it was • stiffioi^tfy 

attractive ■ to make us keeiily ''regret when it was over. 

We coitld scarcely conceive -that the' ground whei-emudi 

feats took place was part ^of *otU: common market-phicd; 

'and yet there stood the old pdtet in a Comer of' "fce-fehow, 

that we knew so well ; and long after the exhibition iirfd 

?departed we cotdd laace'the sawdust parallelogram that 

•mavkisd it^ fbtmer site, as we stdod with much gratifieatita 

.on the fepot which we knew'^had "formed the mysterious 

The 'minor shOT^s, of dvrai-fs, ' and giattte,*'aiid -w^iite- 

bairtid Negresses, were always Vfery engaging ; althot^h 

they had not the imposing air of 'the 'dacncing^shcWrs. 

Tlieii>^ibtur6s wfere, however, isiifficietatly wonderful ; and 

"^ We' were ' often disappointed at not finding the Turks and 

<fS^tier8, and^g^ntl^^men and ladies; inside 'the catavan; *ifho 

' ^fere " painted Outside as • spectjatbrs of the ' exhibition. 

:How**^e spefeiilated as to the ntfture bf the enriositi^s 

<Which the bhiiltz 'di'apery, stretched' across the end of Ae 

i«hdw, veiled from our view ! H6W Tp6!r*tably, also, ■ were 

*- the domestic interiors of tliese' moving* houses arranged! 

-The small brass fire-place in the c6mer, 'that always 

'Smok^ ; iiieseirts round the 6ides,'*f(»m6d of lodfcers ; the 

'^trftp-doOr in the roof, to admit air, or rather, ^e slhrald 

i «ay , to let ' it 'Out ; and the two 'witido Ws with the ' gaudy 

A^hutters. Our chi6f desire, *atthfet time, would hrfve been 

to have lived in One 6f those •'periimbulating residenceSi 

*^nd travelled about wherever we Hked. 
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'^Tmi the 'humble peep-^^ows were not<w^itht>ut ei^joying 

a share of romr. patronage; and. we listened with themogt 

jmsenile credulity to ihe exhibitor's deseriptidns^^as^we 

4Btoflid>tehmd vdie ^een-baize curtain, on the little /lew 

Jorm-tibat raised ^our eyes' to a level with the woz^ous 

lenses. At. the time we write of, Mr. -Weare's murder 

fiuniished abundant material for these migrating dioramas; 

»aad-we perfectly recollect l^e series of peep-show yiews 

4hat the event gave birth to. The. murder in Gill's-hill- 

istne ; thepond atElsilree, where the body was found ; the 

«table-^$taid of Probert's cottage ; and the interior < of the 

Crown coutt vat- Hertford-r-were. all vividly impressed on 

our imagizkatMni;nand even now we can* picture th^mi^^ if 

we had but seen them yesterday. 

When the Mountebanks disappeared, our greatest 
juvenile pleasure went with them. For months after- 
wards we lo6ked with no common interest -and veneration 
4f|Km :die «ccBte •of: their perfbrmances, where the hovses' 
dBdet^iadcut^'up a circle on the turf, and the holes in the 
^ound'Tirhieh the stakes had made- that enclosed the ring, 
tseemed'thef liiiks which .bouad*us' to our former pleasures. 
At lengthy a* snvtmer. passed away, 4k.n4 the Mountebanks 
«ame not. We never^saw them ^gain. We thought we 
ODceTecQgnised.the merryman &,t Hampton races^ and we 
'grieved that he had ^ descended > to what we deemed ihe 
illegitimate drama. The |nece of ground was dug and 
vplantedwith^pot&ioes; subsequently it became a timber- 
yard, wbere the very trees were out up that r formerly en- 
closed it ; and there is now some, talk in our parish of pur- 
^shasing the lease of the grpund and erecting £^ Literary 
and Scientific Institution thereon by subscription, to dis- 
tribute philosophic^L knowledge amongst the inhalHtants 
at a cheap rate, and to> form a class for acquiring a perfect 

i2 
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understanding of the properties of polarized light, crystal- 
lography, and the condensation of carbonic acid gas. 

Increasing years have changed our disposition, and 
shows and mountebanks have now lost their attractions. 
The joyous medium of childhood, through which we viewied 
their motley wonders, has been drawn aside, and we can 
only now look on them in the most literal and common- 
place sense. Still, for the sake of old association, we 
sometimes pay a visit to them ; and if a laugh is provoked 
by some absurdity that would formerly have excited 
astonishment ; if we see, in the little people around ns, 
something of the same delight which we once cordially 
entered into, surely our end is more than answered. 



CANOVA'S FIRST LOVE. 

The old palace-dock of the imperial residence of Fon- 
tainbleau had just soimded its evening chimes, when 
Napoleon, diawing his chair near the blazing hearth of 
one of the antique apartments, gave himself freely up to 
one of those unrestrained and almost trifling conversations 
with Marie Louise, that he so loved to indulge in. His 
fine coimtenance had never borne an expression of latsser' 
aller more simple or more gladsome. He laughed, he 
joked, and rubbed his hands with gaiety, as he smilingly 
provoked the Empress to hazard a few French words, still 
difficult for her to pronounce, and which she uttered with 
a delightful imperfection. 

'' Sire,'' exclaimed Duroc, opening the door of the 
chamber, " the Italian artist has arrived." 

** Shew bim in, then, immediately," returned the Em- 
peror, placing^his foot against the marble of the chimney^- 
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piece, and pushing his fauteuil backwards, so as to leare a 
place for the new comer by his side. 

The visitor entered, made a respectful salute to the two 
illustrious persons before whom he was introduced, and, 
upon a sign from Napoleon, took his seat with courteous 
ease, upon a chair which the Emperor himself had placed 
for bim, before the fire-place. 

" You are welcome to France, my dear Canova," said 
ihe master of Europe, with one of his most winning in- 
flexions of voice ; '* but how pale and thin you have become 
since I lust saw you ! Decidedly you must quit Rome, and 
come to dwell with us in Paris; the air of our capital wiU 
restore your health and embonpoint. Look,*' he added, 
pinching the fresh and rosy cheek of Marie Louise with 
his small white hand; ''look, how healthy we are in 
France!" 

" Sire," returned the sculptor, " you must attribute my 
bad health to study, not to the climate of my country. 
Allow me, I beseech you, to return to Italy as soon as I 
have finished the bust which you have ordered me to 
execute." 

" Diable tThomme" cried the Emperor, " to refuse to 
live near me. See! Louise; he has no other ambition 
than to be the first sculptor in the world, and he is all 
impatience to leave us, and return to chip marble at Rome* 
and produce some new work equally sublime as the Paris, 
the Terpsichore, the Danseuses, the Venus, or the Mag- 
dalen." 

The conversation now became general, and a variety 
of topics were discussed : nothing appeared strange to 
Napoleon ; he spoke of all with a profound knowledge of 
them, and astonished Canova by the superiority of his 
views. 
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^ I hailed sixty imllioBSof sul^ts,? said Napoleon, 
smiling; ''eight or nina hundred thousand. soldiecs, and 
a huxtdiiedltliousaiid borsefi — ^the ^ Romaic thesMeives/ ne'er 
rcfdoDiaedn scr iiMlnyw I have contested forty, battles^ at 
ihfAioi W<&gram,.I fired ai hundred- tbauflaad^ oanooR 
baUs^ arvvay; asd this> lady, wha wsis. tbea ArchducinesSvoC 
Austria, would fain have sqea me faU: be^Dcei oia» ol 



^^ II dtrfpimfraiy^ said Marie Louke^ pyettily' affeotin^ 
her nattural aceent. 

'*- 1 should think," added Gaaoya softly, '^ that tbingib 
are now mueh altered." 

. ^'Oh/ cela ett' bten vrair* eKelailaed thi» Em^presa- 
warmly, speaking this time the best> FreiM^iin the worUL 
aikd raising the hand of Napoleon to: her. %ev who pu^ hisr 
arm round the waist of his young wife, and forced h^r t«r 
sit on his knees* '' Bah ! bah I " said he, as^his blui^ng 
partner slightly resisted 4 " CauoTa is our friend^ et Ton\m(. 
se gine pasydemnt ses amis. Were he not so, I am siir& 
his tenderimpassioned heart would 'rejoice to seea.m^fu^^ 
so happy. Tims J Louise," he added, " I will telLyoaa* 
steiy, of which yf>u shallrguess the hero* and 'tbea^yomwill 
see if there ifr. any, harm in my toying with you befoisef 
Ganova ;" and, still keeping the Empress- a. prisoner, h^.- 
commenced : 

*' In the province of Treviso there is a little village 
called P^ssagno. I shall open my tale there, fi)r in thiS: 
place my hero passed his infancy. His father, an archi- 
tect, died at' the age of twenty-seven, and his mother 
remarried' Sartori de Crespano. The child, then about 
four years^ old, was named Antonio, and he dwelt with his ' 
stepfather^; but he was harshly treated, and was. at last 
sent to pass an autumn at Pradazzi with one of his* 



friends, named FalieiK^ Tl^s a^quakitaace, remarking 
the intelligence of his you^g; yisitor, and the instinct* 
with which h^ moulded a^ £9 wtcla;^ images, placed himi. 
a« a .pupil> wiib-.a sou]|ptor,of q^erate talentSi. named' 
Tprretto." 

^' Is it, pofiisiblej*' inteirupt^d Canova^ OPA&>unded;: 
" your majesty knows, then, the, most minute details ot) 
my private. life?** 

^* And of many other^t ' returned Napoleon, with ar 
smile, as he continued.. 

^'Torretto was «> severe, master^ althoi^h a good.oney 
aaid exercised a strict surveillance over his favourites pupil.;- 
meyertheless, he. could not prevent his occasionally stsaling: 
&om the atelier to dancei^at the fetes in the vicipity. He, 
wa3 then sixteen jears old, , One day» duiang the via-> 
tag?, he fell in with a joyous troop of peasant girls^ clad. 
i» their best habits in houour of SLjour de vendange; and. 
tlw^s so fell out, that: one of them, named Bettina. 
Biasi,. finished by placing her arm within that of Anto«r 
nio, and all that eveuing, th^y^dAQkOed. togf^tb^r/i^ tl^^t 
Tarantella." 

A sigh escaped from OanoWs . breast: th^ Ep^eror* 
pressed the hand of Marie Louisa, to draw her attention,, 
but without interrupting his recital. 

''Bettina," he cpntinued» ''was but fourteen. Her; 
large black eyes sparkled like globes of fire; my two 
haiids would have been top large to span her slender .waist; 
and more beautiful, hair was never: seen thaQ hers. Well, 
all went on smoothly, and they met often; they formed, 
projeuts of marriage, and the union .was nearly completed 
between them, when Torretto and F^ero learned,, for the, 
£rat time, what was passing. They foresaw that this, jnar- . 
xiage would deiitrpy the b]:illiant .•career of their prot^jfi . • » , 
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One night, they both entered Antonio's chamber, and 
ordered him to follow 'them. In spite of his tears, bis 
resistance, and his grief, they carried him "with tbem to 
Venice, and there, during one entire year, they kept a 
strict watch over him, and compelled him to seek, in bis 
noble art, that consolation which the * pure and deep 
caverns of memory ' denied him. 

" Time, however, flew on with his untiring wings, and 
the bright reputation of the young sculptor graditally 
developed itself. He became ricb and celebrated, and 
Yolpato played his cards so well, that his pupil tlionght 
much less of Bettina Biasi, and occupied himself much 
more with Domenica, the handsome coquetting daugbter 
of tbe engraver. A marriage was spoken of, but as 
Domenica was only thirteen years of age, they betrothed 
the two lovers, and the nuptials were postponed until the 
following year. Alas! for the affection of a flirt: one year 
afterwards, Domenica married Raphael Morghani ! The 
forsaken lover nearly sank beneath the cruel blow that his 
Mae intended had brought upon him." 

Canova had fallen into a profound reverie, and appeared 
no longer to hear a syllable of what was passing around 
him. The Emperor continued: 

*' His physicians and friends advised him to try the 
benefit of his native air. He departed then ; but, on the 
way, the long-slumbering thoughts of his almost forgotten 
Bettina arose again, and he pictured her once more so 
young, so beautiful, so disinterested in her love, and more 
gay and laughing than ever. 

"No sooner had he caught the first glimpse of the 
church tower of Possagno, than, too much excited to loiter 
in the drawling vetturino, he sprang to the ground, and 
reached the gates of the little town by a short footpath. 
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But his arrival had been anticipated, and a crowd of 
young people, awaiting his approach, pressed forward to 
welcome him, making the country resound with their 
joyous vivas. He could not address them, for his heart 
was too full, and tears were streaming from his eyes. 
The road was covered with laurels and immortelles; all 
the inhabitants of Possagno in their fSte dresses, women, 
children, and vine-dressers, with green branches in their 
hands, bordered the road, and saluted their clever young 
compatriot as he advanced. His old master, the ve- 
nerable Torretto, came to press him to his heart; and 
behind him stood a young female, who was gazing with 
quivering lip and moistened cheek upon the young 
sculptor. ^ Bettina! mia Bettina! cried Canova, for it 
was the fair girl herself. 

"Ah! sire! sire!" interrupted Canova, "for pity's 
sake do not proceed further with a recital that awakens in 
me so many cruel souvenirs,^* 

But Napoleon felt gratified at the impression he was 
producing; the sculptor was deeply affected, and Marie 
Louise was listening with intense interest. 

"Hear the remainder, Louise," said he, addressing 
himself entirely to the Empress. " We are approaching 
the d4nouementy and it is worthy the rest of the story. 
Five years had diminished nothing of Bettina's beauty. 
She was pale, it is true, and resembled one of Canova's 
own white marble statues, of which some whimsical artist 
had coloiured the hair and eyes. ' Oh ! Bettina !* he ex- 
claimed^ leading her a little apart from the throng that 
was pressing around him ; — * you will pardon my ingrati- 
tude, will you not ? you will render me that happiness of 
which I am so little worthy? I have but seen you 
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to . find, all onxf h^iy and f^yent love of oth^ da^ 
reyiredr" 

i *' * 1 SQjSered xnucV wd thebenutiM girl, in a voice of 
deep emotion;; *I. su£fej:ed muoh^ AfUomo tma^ when I 
learat that youtwere aboat to marry Dom^ca« aad yet» 
wty &iead, I ko^e^rthat tbe^hiimJble peasant girl of IVadaaei^ 
— -tbat the. betrothed of: the apprentice Antonio^ will be iQ; 
received as the wife of, tlie celebrated sculptor^ Caoovn*. 
Nevertheless, I. refused all, the offisrs that were addressed, 
to. me, for five years, and during that time I lived only 
for your remembrance. But when I learnt that you were 
about to return to Po8sag^o ; when I recollected, bowevo: 
circumstances might be changed between us, that yon 
would not see me again without some emiotion, for we 
loved each other dearly ! when I thought that, perhafiey. 
we might be both feeble enough to renew these psojeots 
rendered almost futile by your actual position ; I wisb^. 
to avoid not only the possibility of yielding to them, .bu^j 
still more the heart-rending agitation our meeting, would 
hi^ve caused. . , . I am married.'-^' Married,* . Bettina r-^> 
* It is now eight days since, to a worthy yowig man* wIiol 
has sougbt.my hand for four years.' " 

**• OhJ voUd une noble et.digne crSatuffer* cisied MiMriei 
Louise, with aU her natural enthusiasm, as Canova .quitted^ 
his seat^ on the Emperor finishing his recital, and r^tiriecL 
into- the recess of the window to conceal, his einoition. 

At this moment they heard a soft knock a|; the dooKf 
and the Duke of .Otran^, the Minister of Police, entered... 

"Truly, M. le Due,'* said Napoleon, "you could nol) 
anfive more d pr^os. See the effect I have just produoe4^ 
thanks to the information you brougjiit me firom Italy a: 
week back. . Adieu, Canova!" he. added, Ic^g his hand 



AN ENGIJISH MASQUEBAI>£& 123 

axMtiht skoniLder of the sculptor. ''Ocoapj. yourself with' 
tlie buat^. and wlaexi: you have fiaifihed it, return' to Italy if 
you will. Ak>! the Emperor's trade is a^mde one, and it 
is notfoften I'can ei^ya &«H9ide convevsa^bnwith my 
Tvife andiMend^ as I have dcme this^ erexiasigi AUanSy 
]VI. le Dae;" and he left th& apartments 
. This evening was that of the ^Mk OctobiBr^ 181D ; and' 
i^e Emperor, Marie Louise, and Canova hiEul p^ussed it in' 
tke same room where> onthe 11th of ;A|^il, 1B14) Napoleon' 
si^ed hi& abdication. 



AN ENGLISH MASQUERADE* 

l^SBSxare^ many^ dreary things in. the wodid besides 
d«ath, debtors* prisons,, and theatres by daylights A< 
"genteel" dinner-party of rural aristocracy is amazingly 
slow, and so is a wet Sunday at Worthing. The same 
pentcmiime seen half a dozen times has- a dispiriting effect ; 
and certain dull debates in the Houses of Parliament 
incite the belief that the members* skulls are as somni- 
ferous and hollow as dried poppy-heads. The archives of 
Exeter Hall, doubtless, contain a very shady. chronicle- of: 
not over-lively events. Solitary men, in new> lodging?,: 
£eel exquisitely cheerless ; and the Bed House at Battesr^ 
aea, in the middle of January, ceases to imp^ aajthing^ 
like hilarity to our feelings. 

But the saddest concern of all-— the ghost of fun decked 
in the worn-out trappings of happine6S,--<i gilt skeleton^ 
adorned with wreaths of artificial flowers^ — a heaise hun^ 
round with illumination lamps,— 48 a masquerade in Eng^*. 
land. 

Whether it be that the open diapositiaa ot the natioiuil 
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oharacter unfits us for assuming the mask with becoming 
spirit, or whetker in reality our wit is too ponderous to 
flash about these entertainments as it ought to do, we leave 
others to determine ; but, certain it is, that every succes- 
aive attempt to establish a masquerade as one of our regu- 
lar amusements, proves more and more how utterly inca- 
pable we are of entering into its humour, in respect to 
other European nations ; and we affirm this advisedly, for we 
have had many opportunities of drawing the comparison. 
We have been deluded into the Tarantella at Naples by a 
pair of large black eyes, whose glances implied much more, 
even through the peep-holes of a mask, than those of a 
colder clime could express with the assistance of the whole 
face ; and we have fallen quite as deeply in love with a 
round, dimpled chin, short upper lip, and row of dazzling 
pearly teeth, shrouded by the black fringe of the vizor, as 
with the whole contour of some other lovely countenance ; 
for your mask is a great auxiliary to female attractions ; it 
heightens beauty by half concealing it ; and, vice versd, 
it covers all defects. We have, also, 

** Some weeks before Shrove-Tuesday comes about/' 

lounged as a modem Greek, in the full blaze of day, at 
ihe ca/is in the Piazza St. Marco at Venice ; or haply 
toiled up the inclined planes of the Campanile to shower 
chocolate bonbons from the summit upon the crowd below; 
and, though last, not least in our memory, we have, in 
our capacity of a student of the Quartier Latin, worn a 
ddbardeur's dress for a whole week together, and whirled 
and gallopaded to the music of Musard and Magnus in the 
«a//e of the Rue Vivienne, or the more boisterous assembly 
of the Prado, until the chiffoniers had been about some 
time before we wandered back to our abode on a sixikme 
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in the Rue St. Jacques. Nay, even this conclusion to a 
night's revelry has been sometimes denied ; for, with the 
candour of Housseau, we admit that we have sometimes, 
passed the night in the violon below the staircase of the 
Opera Comique, and appeared before the police the next 
morning in our glazed hat, blue shirt, and black velvet 
trousers, to make what excuse we best might for having, 
. under the very shadow of the garde mumctpale, with their 
tiger-skin helmets, given ourselves up, " un p'tit pen trop 
fort^' to the abandon of the dance, in defiance of the 
placard which informed us that our style was " difendu 
par les autortthJ* Should you wish the scene brought 
pictorially before your eyes, we unhesitatingly refer you 
to the vivid sketches of our friend Gavami. 

Strange to say, we had never seen a masquerade m 
England, — ^principally, we believe, on account of the. price 
of admission having been generally fixed at a sum which 
if expended, would swamp all hopes of dinner for the next 
fortnight to a scribbler of the present day. We "assisted" 
(as they say abroad), it is true, at the bal masqui given 
by Jullien at Drury Lane ; but this was a very dull affair, 

although hundreds had paid their guinea for admission, 

an expenditure which we confess to have avoided, now 
it is all passed, by going as a mere spectator to the dress- 
circle, and jumping down into the arena during a galoppe 
monstre^ when the policeman in attendance had been 
violently carried off by simdry couples in the general 
whirl. 

Curiosity to see how a masquerade would be conducted 
in England, and the present of a ticket, were the exciting 
causes of the visit we paid a short time since to Yauxhall. 
It was with much satisfaction we read an announcement 
that the gardens were to open once again. We had not 
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•quite fdrgotten the excitement of tbe first time -we went 
there ; we are«fraid to say how long back, bat it was at 
the time when "Mother Town" dispensed coifee and 
rolls to the boys of Merohant>Tailots' School, the ccNosta&t 
'use of which milkydiet did not prevent us on this erest 
irtm getting slightly < elevated, and performing an «ni- 
promptu pas'de^deux ' wi^ one of' the red-coated waiters 
in front of the supper-box. We * still think that, not' being 
^accustomed /to them, it {must have been the profasion «f 
•lamps which mpset our 6tomach, for* anatomy has dace 
taught us the intimate connexion between that organ and 
.ihe eyes. Our friends hold a different • opinion, and 
incline to the b^ef that it was the '^^irack punch,*' a 
beverage well named, indeed, if the isMe of the head' the 
next *day be taken into oonsideieation. 

We weore urach grieved when' we were informed la&t 
year that Vauxhall was about to dose for ever! We 
could *t)t believe Jthut 'any one would ever have the hardi- 
hood to- taker down ^lori remove those gaudy emblems -that 
had whiiometsoimiieh bewildered us-^the balloon gMngiip 
with flogs-and'trowas-^the stars, mottoes^ and devices. Hie 
«r<dii^tra,f)too,'War<K>''be rae^d to the ground-^that iliumi«> 
sated pepperubox.£rom which we had>heard so manydtveii- 
ing songs, when ^^ miisioiflais played in all' the glory ti 
iheir codced hats; and t^e gentleman in white kids, wh«ni 
nebody knew,' kd forth the lady, whom everybody knew, 
tossing, ia a grand black velvet hat adorned with fea^thers 
from a cock's tail turned downwards, and trimmed appa- 
t»tttly with bits of black tobacco-pipe, Frenoh-^lished. 
And they cooHy ta&ed of buflding houses-^-jeommmi, ^un- 
interesting homes !«-^m the very ground that the rodfeete 
had gene up- from, and, occasionally, come <down* t^ain 
_ iJMr onyh the sky^^Hghts of ^e 'neighbouring dwellings, 



^%urilting'and'Bbeddiiig th€>ir oolotired Btars upon the^tftir- 

"oases in a west diterting manner, and allowing the inha- 

• bitants a private exhibition to themselves. The Mrhcie 

speculation was wild and impossible. We are convitici^, 

bad- the houses been built and taken- ondease, that the 

-ittMnot<tal^iitip8on, angered at the profanation, would haYe 

'-^some back 'fi*om the shades, -and calli^ around 'him' all tile 

'^l^idi^ who shed lustre over Vauxhall in fopmer times, to 

^^(B&d him in perpetually ringing the bells, - and making 

'«lfferatige- noises, -after the fashion of haunted houses, upon 

ihe^cra'thorities^of Glanville and Aubrey, uD^il the dwellets 

: therein gave' warning and fled away, leaving the elevatioAs 

*to keep standing alone, or 'tumble down by degrees, -as 

cth^ best might. 

Mms^reemons dnos wiM^/on^, which; being an entirely 
ttiovel phrase, never hekfre made use of, we may as well 
t^ucpltfin' to' signify that we g6t a titketf'foi^ the^ masquerade, 
'vand ifttended ' to go. The choice Of a costume for a" time 
^«Omewhlit perplexed us ; omtil, having- inquired the priee 

• of -hi^e/ and 'inspected every -dress in Nathan's wardrobes, 
from the habit of the field-officer at -ififteen shillings, to 

>9;faeJAlbaa^n^pliiateiat^^U]firae guini^as, we'finaHy decided 
>>ttpon arraying '^tirsi?lves as' •-'a goftt ^of the nineteenth 
•cent^iry;" ^atui^^erofoire,' When the ^eventful- evening ar- 
imed,<we'aiffayedoitfselt^s inf one of 'the fabhionable five- 
'«md-twenty-sfailling^tinion^workhou8e Taglionis now so 
c|M^tilar, ^and a long bright blue saninstodk,' worked widi 
i'gold flies and forget-me-nots, which was ^stened by a 
'massy pki, representing a^-gilt lobw«orm twirling round 'a 
laKge f^ite currant, connetited by a small jaek-chain to 
another jewol, ^whsoh had the • appeavftti^oe of a 'burd*s egg 

• set in a mimatuse-fiame. We also tamed -up our wrist- 
' bonds over our cti:flfe, -and wore our-kat Onone side; and, 
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having received the complimentary assurance of 
esteemed friend that we looked *' a thorough snob," 
set off towards our destuiation about half-past eleYen 
night. 

As we passed through Westminster some cabs rattle 
by, containing ladies and gentlemen, more or less di^ 
guised ; but the first real evidence of the night^s enten 
tainment was presented at Vauxhall Bridge^ where we t 
a brigand in a magnificent dress of green baize, trimmei 
with pewter watches, calmly waiting at the toll-house 
five-penny worth of coppers in change. His companioi 
they were both walking — ^had assumed the dress of 
English peasant, in a smock-frock, and navigator^s hat; 
and his appearance was much heightened by a lazgi 
artificial nose, to which a pair of frizzly mustachios i 
attached. Their noble beaiing did not appear to awe tk 
toll-keeper in any way : on the contrary, he betrayed littk 
courtesy towards them, and returned a sullen grunt onlj 
to a joke from the robber, who requested ''he woulj 
bring out his scales, because he thought one of the half-* 
pence was under weight." 

A large crowd had assembled at the doors of the gardens^ 
who received each fresh costume with enthusiastic cheers^ 
and many himiorous allusions to the characters assumed. 
The quiet aspect of our own dress saved us from any ef 
these salutations; and passing through the Cimmerian 
glimmer of the entrance, we emerged from its gloom into 
the scene of festivity. The majority of the company were 
viewing the fireworks then exhibiting; but as we had 
no great desire to see what we had so often witnessed 
before, and which always appeared the same, except tbat 
the squibs were sometimes fixed in the middle of the 
and the wheels outside, instead of the itivene 
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arrangemeat, we remained in the promenade^ perfectly 
contented with hearing the distant sounds of admiration 
at ibe exploding rockets, which diverting practice has 
lived longer than any custom we can call to mind. 

With the concluding bang of the last bouquet, the com- 
pany returned to the illuminated portion of the gardens, 
and a motley tribe they appeared. There were certainly 
amongst them persons of rare and undoubted talent, who 
assumed the dress and manners of the lower classes with 
such exquisite truth, that you could hardly believe they 
had paid their half-guinea for admittance. Two young 
ladies, dressed as mountain sylphs, considerably enlivened 
the scene by the fay-like manner in which they occasion- 
ally put their feet on the shoulders of different individuals 
that passed; and a gentleman in an apron, with a long 
brqom and a red nose, created much mirth by sweeping 
dust over everybody that came near him, especially annoy- 
ing a knight in scale armour, who maintained a most 
lachrymose gravity of countenance all the evening, and 
fainting under the weight of his harness, looked as if he 
would have given the world for a pint of beer. A group 
of young ladies, also in pinafores and pink sashes, with 
hoops and skipping ropes, gave an air of innocence and 
childHke revelry to the reunion. We gazed at them 
with unfeigned interest, and moralizing even in the midst 
of masquerade, inwardly hoped that their hearts might 
ever be as pure and guileless as they then seemed, — a 
wish which towards the end of the evening, we certainly 
did not think appeared likely to be realized, when their 
merriment became rather Anacreontic than infantile. 

As far as eating and drinking went, it is but justice to 
say that every one performed admirably ; but we observed 
that, with the generality of the parties, jugs of stout and 
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dishes of cold beef had the preference in point of popu- 
larity over champagne and cold fowls. But the end was 
answered just the same, for it had the effect of makiBg 
the company exceedingly bacchanalian after supper, when 
their wit broke into full play. We perceived that the 
most favourite humour consisted in running very fast along 
the walks, and yelling loudly, — certainly a facetious per- 
formance ; and it was esteemed an excellent conceit to 
bolt through the middle of the quadrilles which were 
being perpetrated beneath the orchestra, and jostle the 
dancers one over the other. 

It was evident that assumption of character was never 
once thought about. The only instance we remarked 
occurred whilst we were discussing some cold ham, when 
a young gentleman, habited as Jack Sheppard, walked 
into our box, and presenting a sixpenny pistol^ shot a 
pea in our face, and then walked out again : and — apro- 
pos des hottes — there are many legends told of the fibny 
slices of ham at Vauxhall, which ought to be refuted. 
We never saw any that were cut much under the thickness 
of ordinary slices, so think, like many other popular errors, 
the tradition lives upon its former credit. 

It will scarcely be credited that in the midst of all this 
gaiety we more~ than once caught oui'selves yawning. 
Yet so it was : and only the wish to see if the mirth would 
take another turn, induced us to remain after a certain 
period. At last, even the vivacity of a recruiting party, 
who beat drums uninterruptedly the whole evening ; and 
the vocalization of a ballad-singer, whose lungs would 
have worked a blast furnace, and the elegant evolutions of 
several energetic gentlemen, who were waltzing together 
to the band under the front walk, ceased to amuse ust. 
■TBhc grey light of morning was stealing over the gardens, 
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putting to shame the few glimmering lamps that flickered 
on the motto, "Vive le Masque," now rapidly decay- 
ing ; the chirp of two or three daring sparrows, accus- 
tomed to early rising, had supplanted the imitations of 
H[err Von Joel; and the spire of the Hamburgh church 
iwas once more vividly thrown out in the " natural light " 
-when we left the gardens, most grateful with ourselves 
for having been to a masquerade, on the same principle 
that we thank a man, who, wearing a bad coat, tells us 
the address of his tailor. 



A LEGEND OF WINDSOR FOREST. 

Once upon a time, — ^for we are writing an old English 
story, and we must begin in the old English style, — once 
upon a time then, there resided three brothers in an 
ancient but withal a goodlie mansion, that was built in 
the midst of one of the greenest knolls of trees in Wind- 
sor Forest. The exact date of their existence is not 
known, for the chronicles we write from have not been 
over particular on that point ; but we are certain that it 
was a long time ago, for there were then many, many 
miles of leafy and uninterrupted verdure in the forest, and 
long deep glades of oak and beeches, that met overhead^ 
and scarcely permitted the sun to throw his rays through 
their gothic arches upon the smooth turf below, except in 
gay and dancing beams, when the wind played with their 
green branches and moved them gently on one side. A 
£Edr and goodly expanse of noble trees, and a broad track 
of thick underwood, was the merry forest at that time. 
Those hamlets that were in being upon its confines, were 
not, as they are now, surrounded by large pasti 

k2 
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and level roads, but they lay quite embosomed in iJie 
foliage; and it was pleasant to see their little churdi 
spires peeping out above the trees, as they glittered in the 
warm and bright sunlight of a summer afternoon. All 
was quiet and repose ; and if the solitude of the greoi- 
wood was ever disturbed, it could be only by the jovial 
train of hunters in Lincoln green, who sometimes hurried 
along its avenues, making the glades ring again with the 
sbunds of their horns and merriment. 

But amongst all the jolly green-coated men who rode 
whooping, and blowing, and clanging, through the coverts, 
none had lighter hearts or surer aims than our three bro- 
thers. They had been left their own masters at an early 
age ; and with little to think of, and less to care about, a 
fine life they led. Every morning they would saddle their 
horses, and turn out to himt all day long ; and, when they 
returned home at night, they would bring with them 
their companions of the chase, and keep up such orgies at 
their house, that the mavis had generally begun to warble 
in the thickets, in honour of the rising sun, long before 
they thought of parting. But this was not all. Some- 
times in the summer, they would lock up their doors, and, 
taking their spears and dogs with them, would go and 
pass whole days together in the forest, in company with 
the same roysterers, returning only to procure fresh 
fiagons of wine for the evening banquet. A merry time 
that was which they spent in the green woods. They 
killed their game, and cooked it themselves over a fire 
kindled on the ground ; and after that they drank, and 
sang, and frolicked about upon the grass around the 
embers, until the very feiries, who existed at that period, 
and who, from time immemorial, have been connected 
with trees, turf, and toadstools, took fright at their up- 
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roarious mirth, and ran and tumbled one over the otb^ 
down the glen to some more quiet spot, well knowing 
that they could have no influence over such careless and 
independent mortals. Sometimes, to be sure, out of spite, 
i^hen the brothers and their friends had tippled too much 
sack, the little spirits would venture to approach, creeping 
under the mqss, and gliding from one harebell to another ; 
and then they would play them such pranks, that the very 
trees appeared to increase in nmnber, and turn round 
before tiiem; which circumstance the brothers always 
attributed to the fact of their having eaten too much 
venison, and so overloaded their stomachs. Even at the 
remote period we are writing of, men sought to attribute 
the eccentric imaginary whizzlegig, which spun before 
their eyes as they closed them to go to sleep, rather to 
what they had eaten than to what they had drunk. 

If any difference existed in the characters of the three 
bi*others, it certainly was, that the youngest was more 
sentimental and refined in his feelings than the others. 
He, doubtless, partook of the disposition of all youngest 
Drothers in old legends and fairy tales, who are generally 
the heroes of the story, and get through all their scrapes 
with the best possible reflections on their characters. Not 
that he hung back from joining in the amusements of the 
others, for his wine-cup was always the best flUed, and, 
his laugh the loudest of the forest circle ; but he would 
sometimes Mi into sad flts of abstraction during their 
banquets, or wander quite away by himself to some 
secluded part of the greenwood, where his companions 
would find him, sitting in deep thought under some dd 
tree, engaged in listlessly cutting his arrows to pieces, or 
some equally profitable and industrious amusement. Had 
the other brothers ever thought that there was such a 
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thing as love in the world, beyond the reasonable abac- 
tion a man may be supposed to possess for his horse, 
his merlin, or dogs, or sisters, or other members of his 
&mily, they would probably have divined the cause ; but, 
as it was, they never dreamt of such a thing ; and Mark 
himself, for so was the youngest called, although he was 
continually dreaming of a pair of bright eyes^ he had 
encoimtered one day in the forest, was not quite stire he 
had got his own consent, leaving alone the lady's. Mar- 
riage, and the future, were very well for older heads to 
think about ; but what were they to him ? He was young, 
and handsome, and brave — the world smiled on him with 
its eyes of sunshine ; and all was gay and cloudless around 
him. Alas ! that the bright happy thoughts with which 
youth clothes its imagination, endure not through our 
life ! What a beaming paradise would our beautiful earth 
otherwise become ! 

Things were in this state, when, one fine evening in 
autumn, our three brothers met under their accustomed 
tree, and commenced the old story of cooking, eating, and 
drinking, over again. They had fallen in with good luck 
that day in the chase, and, in consequence, their spirits 
were running in a most happy vein, to which joUity 
potent draughts of old wine no doubt added. But we 
cannot eat and drink a perpetuitS, as the French tomb- 
stones have it ; and, accordingly, the two eldest gradually 
composed themselves to slumber away the fumes of their 
cups, while Mark, finding he could not go to sleep so 
soon (according to the established law of lovers, who 
ought always to lie awake all night), was indulging in his 
usual train of thought, and indolently poking about the 
embers of the fire with his spear, for want of better amuse- 
ment. Suddenly, he thought he perceived some motion 
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in an old oak that confronted him; and, as he watched 
closer, to his great wonder, the tree gradually resolved 
itself into the outlines of a human form. The large ex- 
crescence at the top of the trunk took some sort of 
resemblance to regular features ; the two lower branches 
dropped down in the form of arms, and the gnarled and 
knotty roots, at least as much of them as appearedi above 
ground, formed themselves into two club-feet. 

" Glad to see you," said the strange figure to Mark, in 
a tone of the utmost &miliarity, at the same time winking 
one of his knots. 

Mark's first impulse upon being so oddly addressed, 
after having opened his eyes very widely indeed, was to 
attempt to arouse his brothers ; which feat he was about 
to perform by the summary process of throwing his spear 
at them, when the figure continued : — 

*' Don't wake your brothers ; my business is with you, 
and you alone, and therefore they may sleep on for that ;" 
and there was something so excessively good-tempered in 
the old tree's face, that Mark paused, and took courage to 
inquire, " whom he had the pleasure of addressing." 

'* You may well ask," said the figure. " I am the 
guardian spirit of Windsor Forest, and every living thing 
that grows upon it is under my protection, from the oaks 
to the daisies." 

''You must have a great charge, then," said Mark, 
gaining courage as he spoke — '* a very great chaise." 

" Ah !" returned the spirit, in a tone of weariness, " you 
may say that. The old oaks are quiet and still enough for 
such tough weather-beaten fellows ; but the young sap- 
lings and beeches are sad wild dogs, and I have very little 
power over the ferns — ^they run everywhere. Will you 
oblige me by moving that smoky mouldering log of wood 
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a little further off? it irritates my throat ;'* and hereupcm 
the gnome feU into such a fit of coughing, l^at he 90I 
quite red in the! bark ; and the very birds that were roost- 
ing in the branches of his wig, flew whirring off witii sncli 
a noise, you would have thought a hundred flags, eac^ as 
big as the one on the Round Tower, were fluttering around 
him. Mark pushed the offending ember to a distance with 
his heel, and then waited for what ijext the spirit had to 
say. 

" Your companions are jovial fellows," continued the 
oak ; " very jovial fellows, indeed, but their merriment 
must come to an end some day. These things cannot 
last for ever ; for were all my acorns turned into wine- 
easks, you would drain them dry at last. You, yourself, 
Mark, are getting on in years, and cannot expect to lead 
this life always." 

" But why have you pitched upon me, above all others, 
to give this advice to ?'* inquired Mark, half inclined to be 
angry. 

'* Because," returned the gnome, "you are the most 
reasonable of the party. You are gayest also, it is true ; 
but the day will come when you will be sleeping quietly 
beneath the turf, unwept and forgotten ; and yet the old 
forest trees around you will flourish the same as ever.'* 

" But we are leading a very pleasant life in the merry 
greenwood," replied Mark. 

" Ay, but it is a useless one. You are sent on earth for 
other ends beyond your own amusement, and long and 
joyous as your life appears in anticipation, it is but an. 
atom in the world of eternity— an acorn in a vast and 
mighty forest. Are you versed in history?" asked the 
oak, pushing back some misletoe from his eyes, and 
_M Buming a scholastic ain 
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Mark returned no answer : his whol^ libraty was com- 
prised in an old illuminated missal, which he could not 
read ; for at the period we are writing about (t. «., " onea 
upon a time"), education was not in a very flourishing 
state, nor had it been attempted to make reading uneasy, 
by pushing ererybody up the ladder of learning against 
their will. 

*' Scenes have occurred," continued the spirit, '* of 
greater import than any you have oyer been engaged in, 
and on the coDflnes of this forest, too ; but they will be 
forgotten in time, as your names also will pass away. 
Have you any wish to see the past ?'* 

" I have more to see the future," returned Mark. 
" As mortals generally have," replied the oak. " And 
yet the misery which anticipated grief would occasion, 
would be but poorly recompensed by the foreseen joy." 

" Indeed," said Mark, " I never balanced those chances 
before ; but I begin to think that you are right." 

"And /know I am," returned his visitor. "But you 
shall see all — the past, present, and to come. Mount my 
branches, and do not bruise me too much in climbing up, 
for I cannot afford to lose sap as I used to do." 

At any other time Mark would have hesitated, but con- 
versation had established a sort of intimacy between him 
and his quaint companion ; so he carefully mounted the 
trunk, and seated himself among the first branches. He 
had no sooner done so, than the oak gradually shot up far 
above the level of the other forest trees ; and then a dense 
mist rose all around him, breaking through the leafy foliage, 
like the smoke creeping through the top bundle of wood 
upon first lighting a fire. By degrees it cleai-ed off again, 
and the space formed by its opening became lighter and 
lighter, untU it was as bright as if a thousand Bude lights 
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had been shining on it ; only, in those days, there was no 
New House of Commons, nor Polytechnic Institution—- 
each equally celebrated for its natural mi^c and droll 
illusions. 

• ^' Attend !" said the oak, whose odd head had kept close 
to Mark all the time. " We are about to show you scenes 
that have long since been acted, and that will be in future 
times. Do not let a single picture escape you !'* 
. As he spoke the mist entirely rolled away, and discovered 
the forest and its surrounding country, as one would 
imagine it seen from a considerable elevation, under the 
cheering influence of a bright summer morning. In the 
centre stood the feur castle, and the silvery Thames was 
creeping along the meadows in the vicinity, washing the 
then circumscribed walls with its pure and gentle wave. 
The gothic spires of Bumham Abbey were just visible 
above the surrounding foliage ; and the sound of the old 
Saxon bells chiming to matins, floated gently on the wind, 
over the green and fresh plains, encompassing the few 
cottages, which, in after times, formed the village of Domey. 
Further out in the goodly panorama, Runymede stretched 
its verdant expanse along the banks of the river, with the 
little town* of Egham rising above the brow of the hill that 
overlooked it ; and beyond this the* proud monastery of 
Chertsey appeared in the distance, rearing its princely 
towers over the few rustic buildings that surrounded it. 
A long array of tall and goodly trees were gently waving 
their leafy branches over the rich pastures which they 
shadowed; and the whole space was dotted by numerous 
little villages, unassuming hostelries, and stately mansions, 
that have long since mouldered to decay — the ploughshare 
alone serving to uncover their remains, and give evidence 
that such buildings ever were. 
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As Mark gazed with admiration upon the pleasant scene 
which lay extended at his feet, the outlines gmdually be- 
came less distinct, and then blended themselves with each 
other into new forms; but by a change perfectly, imper- 
ceptible. The distant objects faded away entirely^ and the 
Castle extended and enlarged its walls, which, still in- 
creasing, appeared to close around him like the wondrous 
images of magic. He seemed to be standing in the court- 
yard ; and the Bound Tower, then but slightly elevated 
above the surrounding turrets, was before him, glowing in 
the rich and yellow tint of an autumnal sunset. A fair 
and gentle girl was wandering in the parterre of the little 
verdant enclosure at the foot of the mount ; she was so 
delicately formed, and withal so beautiful, as to seem some 
lovely spirit, under whose care the exquisite and varied 
ofiEsprings of the teeming earth were placed — ^herself the 
fairest. She held a letter in her hand, which, in the 
absence of other means, she had secured with a slight tress 
of her long silky hair ; and she was anxiously gazing at a 
latticed window of the tower, as if in expectation of some 
appointed signal. Shortly, the casement opened, and a 
young cavalier presented himself, over whose pale, yet 
handsome features, a bright . gleam of joy radiated, as he 
saw his heart's fair idol in the garden beneath. He 
hastily let down a silken line, to which the lady attached 
the letter, and drawing it up again with the same rapidity, 
he kissed his hand and withdrew, as the measured tramp 
of the men-at-arms upon the ramparts warned him of their 
approach. We have observed, Mark's knowledge of. 
history was rather limited ; had it not been so, he might 
have known that the unfortunate James I. of Scotland was 
sometime a prisoner in the keep of Windsor Castle, and 
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that from kis lone apartment he wooed and won the Ladj 
Jane Beaufort. 

« « « « « 

The neighing of the heavily-caparigoned war-horse, the 
hoarse bray of the clai*ion, the clanging of riehly-embosged 
armonr, and a long glittering array of battle troops, flut- 
tering pennons, and waving plumes, succeeded to the 
scene of love and captivity that had, but even 210W, 
attracted Mark's attention. Surrounded by a natural am- 
phitheatre of wooded hills, and supported by the braneheft 
of a huge oak, whose gnarled and misshapen roots grew 
towards a majestic river flowing beneath it, a gorgeous 
and emblazoned tent was shading a warlike party from the 
sun's rays. At a table in the centre of the group atood a 
man of high and noble bearing, encased in complete armour 
—the crown upon his helmet alone serving to show that 
he was a King of England. But there was little lespeet 
shown to his royalty ; for warriors of stem and haughty, 
demeanour had surrounded him, and appeared to be com- 
pelling him to sign a document that was lying on the table. 
He would willingly have refused ; yet, as he gazed upon 
the broad plain before him, covered with thousands of 
stalwart men, and saw their long-continued lines still 
shining amidst the more distant foliage of the hill and the 
country far beyond, he became too well aware of the 
powerful force, opposed against him, and he knew that the 
exasperated barons, who were standing firm and resohite 
around his dais, would not be again thwarted. With an 
ill suppressed emotion of powerless rage, he signed the 
parchment; and the loud and prolonged shout, which 
rang far and wide, echoing over hill and plain, until the 
forest groves caught up the sound, starting the deer from 
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its covert, proclaimed that the charter of England's liberty 

had received its monarch's signature on Rmiymede. 
♦ * * * « 

The bright sunlight, under whose influence Mark had 
viewed the preceding vision, now feided away, and the 
approaching twilight appeared to be gradually stealing 
over the narrow and darkening streets of a small town. 
Numbers of the inhabitants had collected together in the 
open space, some pacing to and fro in a restless axiety, 
and others debating in little groups, with much apparent 
energy of discourse; while the solemn voice of a monastery 
bell was sweeping over the adjacent country, with mourn- 
ful and protracted toUings. Presently a long train of 
monks was visible at the distant end of the street, bearing 
lighted torches in their hands ; and the tread, as of a 
large company became audible. On they came — ^soldiers, 
monks, and choristers— preceding a gorgeous bier, which 
ncvT wound its course along a causeway, towards the mo- 
nastery gate, and then entered that edifice, followed by a 
numerous train of people, who passed eagerly after it. 
Ere long the corpse was placed on tressels before the altar, 
and the " De profundis** began to peal through the lofty 
aisles. It was an imposing sight, that beautiful abbey, 
and the torches cast a lurid and fltful gleam upon the 
polished armour and silken scarfe suspended round its 
walb, whose owners had long slept beneath the hollow 
pavement. But the hymn soon stopped, and then the 
abbot, an austere and holy man, arose, and called the 
attention of the multitude to the corpse before them. Its 
features were distorted, and the dim blue eyes were open, 
with an expres^on that showed the parting struggle to 
have been severe. A small clot of blood had oozed through 
the cere-cloth in which the body was swathed, and trickled 
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slowly on the bier; a drooping crimson rose lay on its 
marble brow, and a diadem was bound, as if in mockerj^ 
upon the lifeless forehead. The people listened to the 
address of the abbot with respectful quietude ; but a sound 
far different to prayer arose, when he told them that the 
body now brought to Chertsey Monastery for interment 
was that of their mild and gentle, but ill-fated monarch, 
Henry of Lancaster. 

« « « « vS- 

The scene again changed; but this time it was the 
musical and joyous sound of woman's laughter that fell 
upon Mark's ear, instead of the angry excitement he had 
just witnessed. The locality was again at the river's side, 
and on a smooth green plain, encompassed by a belt of 
fine old trees ; — those of our own time would not have 
recognised Datchet Mead in the field before them. A 
couple of stout serving-men, clad in blue hose and buff 
jerkins, were toiling with a buck-basket towards the bank 
of the river ; and the occasional distrustful visage of a fat 
and jolly reveller appeared, above the heap of linen that 
enveloped him, too plainly apprehensive of his immersion 
in the water, which presently took place. In the distance, 
two fair dames were watching their trusty servitors with 
ill-suppressed glee, and their eyes were sparkling with 
mischief-loving wickedness. Still further on stood a man 
regarding the group, whose high intellectual forehead, 
piercing eye, and wonderfully expressive countenance, 
betokened him to be of no ordinary mind. He ever and 
anon penned some lines upon his tablets, as if to describe 
the mirth-provoking scene. The deer-stalker of Stratford- 
upon-Avon had become the Queen's favourite, and he was 
collecting subjects for her amusement. 
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r As the last tableau faded away, a drowsiness stole oyer 
Mark's spipt ; and when he next came to himself the sun 
Ixad not risen, but day was about to break, and the soli- 
tary note of the early bird alone echoed through the still 
forest. Mark rubbed his eyes, and endeavoured to collect 
the incidents of the night. His brothers were still sleep- 
ing around him, and opposite to him was the old tree, 
\nth which he had held such strange converse during the 
night ; the empty drinking-horns were strewn upon the 
ground^ as they had been left the evening before; his 
liunting-spear was still at his side ; in fact, everything was 
as it ought to have bpen. Nevertheless, his visions had 
left a strange impression on his mind, that he could 
not well shake off; and when his brothers arose and went 
to join the chase again, Mark excused himself on the 
ground of indisposition ; yet, as soon as they had departed, 
he bent his way towards a totally different part of the 
forest. 

Time passed on, and two years after these events, Mark 
was reclining one evening under the old tree, once more 
at the trysting.place of other days and former revels ; but 
now he was not alone. A female, radiant with all the 
fescinations of those potent philtres — ^youth and loveliness 
— was seated by his side, playing with the long chesnut 
hair, which now fell smoothly and gracefully over his 
shoulders ; and, upon the turf before them, a little cherub- 
faced infant was tojdng with the daisies that peeped through 
the moss to do homage to the spring. The old oak's 
advice had not been without effect, for Mark was married ; 
and his brothers themselves were also in a much fairer 
way of having their names handed down to posterity, than 
any of their wild freaks or dare-devil fancies would ever 
have done. The old mansion was put in order, and the 
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ntunber of dogs and horses diminished, as its other ooca* 
pants increased. The noisy gentlemen in yellow boots, 
who had been accustomed to come whenever they liked^ 
and whoop, and shout, and sing^ and drink the brothers' 
wine, were compelled to -find some other quarters ; and in 
a little time their tumultuous orgies were supplanted by 
the tiny prattle of infancy, repeating the homely oH 
English distich^ from the illuminated manuscript, which, 
handed from one generation to another, may be at present 
(at least, for aught we know) quietly reposing in musty 
indolence on the venerable shelves of the library of Eton 
College. 

Courteous reader (or kind reader, or gentle reader, or 
wearied reader, or any other epithet you like to apply to 
yourself, in consonance with your present disposition), all 
fairy tales should have a " ryght pleasant and moral ende;" 
and so, in the name of all the young ladies whose abodes 
are visible from the summit of the Hound Tower, we beg 
to tell our uproarious merry-making bachelor friends, that 
there still exist as many fair faces and saucy laughing eyes 
about Windsor Forest, as there were " once upon a time," 
who may possibly instruct them as to the best plan (in the 
words of tbe real Great Unknown — the celebrated anony- 
mous author of " Mother Bunch, and the White Cat,") 
" of living happy all the rest of their days until they die." 
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A FRENCH SCHOOL. 

The continual minor annoyances and ludicrous mis- 
takes to which our knowledge of English academy French 
perpetually subjected us in Paris, induced us to think 
about some means of acquiring the language, not as w« 
. learn it here, but as they speak it in France. We applied 
to several friends, touching the best means of attaining 
this end, and everybody said, " Go into a school for a 
short time ; it is your best way." Thinking upon the old 
adage, which teaches us that what everybody says must be 
right, we accordingly made up our minds to become a 
schoolboy once more ; and started one morning in quest 
of an " institution'* likely to suit our purpose. We called 
at several, but none of the principals had the least idea 
of what a parlour-boarder meant, at least, in our sense of 
the word ; and after splittiiig our boots to pieces in run- 
ning up and down the Rue D'Enfer (whose miserably 
unpaved state , entirely contradicts the received opinion 
that the "descensus Averni" is so easy, and shows that 
Virgil had not Paris in his eye when he wrote the-^neid), 
we at length closed with one in the Faubourg St. Jacques; 
where we stipulated to have a bedroom to ourselves, to 
dine with the master, and to be instructed in the French 
language, for one hundred francs per month. Now, we 
had three reasons for doing this. Firstly, it was cheap, 
including the tuition, of which we have stated we stood 
in great need ; for like the Prioress, although we spoke 
the tongue 

"Fayre and fetisly 
After the scole of Stratford atte Bowe^ 
Yet Frenche of Paris wag to us tinknowe;*' 

L 
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secondly, it was near the Barri^re du Mont Pamasse, to 
whose amusements upon fete-days we had a great predi- 
lection ; and lastly, we blush to own our cowardice, the 
il^es were all little boys, whom we could thrash into 
subjection, if they were impudent, or hallooed after us 
" Roshif Anglais,'' or any other of the entertaining poly- 
glot witticisms, which the said little boys of Paris, there 
called gamims, are apt to indulge in at the expense of our 
countrymen. 

It was on a wet dirty day, at the commencement of 
November, that we left our lodgings at the Hotel Cor- 
neille, Place de L'Odeon, and, hiring a porter at the 
comer of the Rue [Racine, paddled up the always-dirty, 
never-ending Rue St. Jacques, to our new abode. On 
arriving we entered the great gates, with which all French 
schools are embellished, to make them look as much like 
prisons as possible, and immediately carried our effects to 
our bedroom. This was a closet about eight feet square, 
with a tiled floor ; and all its furniture was comprised in 
a little wooden bedstead, like an elongated tray-stand, 
destitute of any kind of furniture, and not overladen with 
clothes ; a deal chair, and a corresponding table, on which 
was an oval saucer to wash in, and a half-pint jug for 
water, with a small cotton towel. Had we been given to 
the study of astronomy, the room would have had many 
advantages ; for it was ingeniously lighted by a window in 
the ceiling, which in fine weather illuminated our. chamber 
tolerably well, but in the event of a heavy fall of snow 
left us in total darkness. It was late in the evening when 
we arrived, so we went to bed at once, supplying the want 
of sufficient covering to the bed by an English great-coat 
spread ov^ the counterpane, and a carpet-bag, emptied 
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of its contents, made a sort of mat to lay on the ground 
and stand upon, whilst we undressed. 

Long before daylight the next morning, we were aroused 
&om our slumbers by the ringing of a singularly di^bordant 
bell, which called the poor little- devils of dleves to the 
commencement of their studies. We heard much yawning 
and scrambling after clothes ; and then a silent and mea- 
sured step as the usher assembled them, two and two, to 
inarch down stairs to school. About seven, the cook of 
the establishment— a dirty fellow, in a dirtier white night- 
cap — ^brought us a cup of milk, and a piece of bread, 
which we were informed was to be our^r*^ breakfast, the 
other taking place at half-past eleven. XJnfortimately for 
us, we always had a great aversion to bread and milk ; 
although we remembered in our infancy to have possessed 
a book of nursery-rhymes, written by some anonymous 
poet of most fertile invention, wherein there was a picture 
of a little child with very curly hair dragging a respect- 
able female, who looked something between a barmaid 
and a Sunday-school teacher, towards a cow feeding in a 
romantic meadow ; and moreover, some lines, which com- 
menced, as well as our memory serves us, 

" Thank you, pretty cow, that made 
Pleasant milk, to soak my bread ;" _J 

followed by some well-founded cautions to the animal not 
to chew hemlock, and other rank weeds ; still, we repeat, 
in spite of all these associations of childhood, we do not 
like bread and milk. So when we found this was all we 
were to be allowed before noon, we were out of temper ; 
and getting up very cross, we sauntered down into the play- 
ground to inspect our new residence. 
The reader must imagine a large court, enclosed on 

l2 
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tbree sides by buildings and \?alls, and on the fourth by* 
some palings, which separated it from the garden. The' 
edifices on the right hand were divided into ntuneroos 
little cells, each having a door, and these were dignified 
by titles placed over the said door, for the sole purpose^ it 
speared, of parents and friends to read. The first wa9 
caUed "Salle de Mtjsiqub;" and, in consequence, Wte 
fitted up with a cistern and leaden trough, wherein the 
Slh)e8 performed their morning ablutions, when there 
chanced to be any water. Next to this was the *' Sallb 
DE Dessin," or drawing-room, as we called it ; and some 
empty easels, with a very rickety form or two, showed 
that a great deal went on there. Then came the " Classe^'* 
or school-room, where the Slh>es studied, under the sur* 
veillance of two ushers, who ordained a rigid silence 
amongst their pupils, save and except at such times as the 
ushers were on duty as national guards. On the other 
side of the court were the dwelling-house and bedrooms, 
with the "Refectoiee" of the pupils, where they fed; 
and in the centre of the playground^ which, fix)m having 
two trees in it,' was denominated the Park, were divers 
gymnastic poles and bars, and a deep well, which sup- 
plied the establishment with water, when anybody was 
at leisure to wind it up,-^an operation of about half an 
hour. 

We were tolerably hungry by eleven o'clock, and were 
not s<HTy to hear the bell ring for the pupils' breakfast, as 
we knew our own would follow. The iUves silently 
marched two and two into the room, and took their places 
at two long tablesi where each boy had a fork, cup, and 
napkin laid for him — table^-oloths and knives were im* 
known. An allowance of potagt^ composed of cabbage- 
water, and bits of bxead, was first served out to each ; 
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after that they were albwed some vin ordinaire and 
^uter ; — ^but such wine ! The only thing we eould 0Qm# 
pare it to was ink and hard table-beer mixed together ; 
and when this was well diluted with water, it may be 
Goneeived how delicious it was. A course of boiled 
spinach came next, and the breakfast concluded by a dab 
of currant jam being distributed to each, to be eaten with 
their bread, of which, however, there was an unlimited 
supply. This meal was repeated at five o'clock, with 
such agreeable variations as the taste of the cook directed, 
and called dinner ; but beyond small hard pieces of boiled 
beef, and little bits of calf*3 liver, we did not see much 
meat. The Aleves themselves had none of the spirit of 
English schoolboys, and indeed it was not to be wondered 
at, for we could not help contrasting the washy mess 
they were eating to the wholesome roast and. boiled joints 
of our schools. They appeared to have no regular games 
or toys of their own, and all then- playtime was spent in 
running after one another, with no other end, that we could 
perceive, than to keep themselves warm ; for although the 
weather was desperately severe, there were no fires, or 
even fire-places, in some of the school-rooms. They never 
inflicted corporal punishment ; but offenders were ordered 
to stand against some particular tree for half an hour, or 
be deprived of a dish at dinner. We thought it would 
have had a better effect to have fed them, and thrashed 
them well. 

As may be imagined, from thus early rising, they were 
generally pretty well fatigued at night ; and they were 
always in a deep sleep when we went to bed. As the 
way to our own chamber lay through that of the ilhes, we 
had frequent opportunities of inspecting it. It was a large 
bare room, with the beds arranged round it and down the 
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middle ; and bore a close resemblance to the dormitory of 
a miion workhouse. Some of <the boys had little round 
mats by the beds, to stand upon and keep their feet &om 
the cold glazed-tile floor; but the majority, who could not 
afford to hire these luxuries of the master of the school, 
got on as well as they could without them. A dim and 
solitary lamp burnt all night in the chamber, barely light- 
ing its extreme ends ; not an article of furniture but the 
beds themselves was in the room, with the exception of^ 
one chair for the usher ; and the windows all closed witif^ 
that unattractive irreconcilability, which is only known to 
the windows of the Continent.. 

We contrived to get through a month at our " insk' 
tution^' and then we left. We had,' it is true, picked up a 
good deal of French ; but in point of expense we had not 
saved much, for — the truth must out — we never got 
enough to eat ; and in consequence generally dined again 
at the nearest restaurateur's. Nay, more than once, we 
detected ourselves eating broiled herrings at a wine-shop 
outside the Barri^re d*Arcueil. 




SPECULATIONS ON MAKRIAGE AND 
YOUNG LADIES. 

** I do much wonder, that one man» seeing how much another man 
is a fool, when he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, after he hath 
laughed at such shallow follies in others, become the argument of his 
own scorn by falling in love." — Much Ado about Nothing, 

It was for nurturing these, and other similar sentiments, 
that we always felt a greater degree of afltection for 
Benedick than any other of Shakspeare's characters: his 
opinions accorded exactly with our own. We only regret 
that he so lost himself towards the termination of the play 
as to venture his happiness in the very bark he had sworn 
to mistrust. But he was deceived into taking this step, as 
well as Beatrice : and, if they had not crouched about in 
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summer-houses, playing the eaves-droppers to intentional 
discourses, we wager a case of Houbigant*s best gloves 
that they would both have died single. 

It is no proof that Benedick became a firm convert to 
matrimony, because he dflaced on iiis wedding-day^ and 
wrote a sonnet to the laidy of hisiove. iThe comedy ends, 
where all other merauDeutt tioos, vriih marriage; and 
leaves us to form «Br jo^noa ^pisuons as to whether the 
-various oo^plea^iii 1^ words of the old nursery iaks, 
llwed ha^y to giiiilm dfll the rest «f their lives, to a :@Mfi 
flM age. We oi%Bregret, fin: lihe .-sike of ihiiiMini]^ ■ ap a 
miriorito^MK^iety iiavgeneiiti,;inid .mafe&<jiiftijin lin rpar- 
iH»lar,-iihatH&ejgi!ttt dravtalkt dad not 4iii aMgnil, wkA 
kry the period }^f t^eAction^IiadbiKrtbaKlrtoftl taale^;oSf'ti»e 
d«^y, fivB^BBnnaiiber 1^ formti^paikaidimi. 

.^ hj^wamxSMeeSmngUuaa alone kept us, up to the^pKaoit 
moBfiBiBt, Jram^iaksngdihe fatal leap ; «nd yet, wi& Ml oar 
anti-matrimonial propensities, 'fkere isiiot a more fervent 
admirer of the beau sexe on the face of the civilized earth. 
We never went to an evening party in our life but we re- 
turned home madly, deeply, desperately in love, — ^not the 
calm, calculating attachment of a formal courtship, but 
that all-absorbing passion of four-and-twenty hours' du- 
ration, which only the powerful auxiliaries of ehampagnle, 
chandeliers, and comets-d^pision can produce. 

Of course, everything m-ust have a beginning, exeept 
rings, chaos, and Adelphi overtures, and, par consequence, 
everybody has a first love — a hobbledehoy kind of an at- 
tachment, all letters and locks of hair. Foolish people, 
*who speak a little French, will tell you " on revimt tot^'oun 
d ses premiers aniours r* This we deny. We ourselves 
once had a first love, and a very pretty one too, but it was 
;a long while ago. She made us a watch-guard of her own 
hair, and in return we gave her a kiss and a carved ivory 
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buckle whicli we bought at Boulogne for ten francs, and 
we supposed ourselves engaged, and wrote little notes all 
about nothing to each other every day. Gradually, how- 
ever, the notes got shorter, and their transmission at 
longer intervals apart, and we finally " declared off" by a 
tacit agreement, and found out fresh flames. We did not 
see her for eight or ten years, and then we heard that she 
was married. We met a short time since with as re- 
served a greeting as if nothing had ever passed between us,- 
and we began to ask ourselves what we could have found 
so bewitching in her. Indeed, we were almost sorry for 
the rencontre; for when we have not seen any object we 
once felt an interest in, for a long period, we only picture 
them as we knew them at the time of parting ; and in 
this case we thought the visionary recollections we re- 
tained of the smiling sylph-like girl of nineteen far pre- 
ferable to the substantial reality of the matron-approaching 
woman of thirty. 

As for clothing a first love with all that halo of undying 
recollection and occasional yearning returns of old feel- 
ings, which is common in album poetry, it is all nonsense. 
From eighteen to twenty-two, the usual period of first-love, 
our ideas of future prospects and compatibility of dispo-^ 
sition are rather vague and indefinite. We fall in love, 
and form plans of marriage under the conviction that our 
whole life is to be a succession of Kensington promenadesi 
Zoological Sundays, and Hanover-square Room balls. We 
are, moreover, at this period, intensely susceptible, — our 
rough nature is the sand-paper upon which the match 
readily takes light, and it endures in a similar manner to 
the combustion of a congreve, being very fierce, and of 
short existence. If extinguished suddenly, by throwing 
ooM water upon it, of course there is a hiss and a sputter ; 
but, if allowed to wear itself out — an admirable plan in all 



154 COMIC TALES AND SKETCHES. 

first attachments — ^it declines gradually and silently as ai 
fumigating pastille. 

If a badielor escapes being booked until he is fi^c or sixf 
years after age, the chances are that he will remain single' 
some time longer. He looks upon marriage with a moiei 
serious regard, and begins to think the same £ace might- 
tire, however lovely its aspect, if he had nothing else toi 
gaze at " from mom till dewy eve." He sees friends of ■ 
his own age, who have married for love, or were too im- > 
patient to wait for an income, beginning to grumble at: 
each other, and their increasing expenditure. This rather^ 
frightens him, and induces him to think it is best to be 
free, after all. 

There is nothing in the world so agreeable as flirting, 
and we look upon a downright earnest flirt as a creation of 
the first order. There is no trap laid here — ^no calculation 
in her few hours* attachment, — it is all the warm-hearted 
emanation of an aflectionate disposition. She does not 
wonder what your income is, or whether you have any 
expectations in futuro, but prefers you, for the evening, 
to the best match of the season. And, provided you meet 
her on her own ground, and with her own weapons, and 
there are no unpleasant friends to ask your *' intentions*' 
if you carry your philandering too far, you may enumerate 
in your life-time some of the biightest moments allotted to 
man ; only dimmed, to be sure, by the wound your vanity 
experiences when she cuts you in her caprice, and trans- 
fers her love to another quarter. 

Generally speaking, a cilihataire is pretty safe when 
talking nonsense to a professed flirt ; but if he has not a 
matrimonial disposition, and persists in laughing pi love, 
he should beware of boarding-houses as he would of hy- 
drophobia, and more especially at the watering-places ; for 
they are a regular system of bachelor traps, always set 
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and baited with every kind of feminine variety ; — aged 
seventy-fours, almost laid up in dock, who occasionally 
act as guard-ships to the establishment ; fast^sailing pri- 
vateers, who sometimes hoist the black flag, under the garb 
of widows; and tight-built yachts, with a good figurehead 
and clean run, in the shape of demoiselles d marier, form- 
ing in their ensemble an attractive Maelstrom, which it 
requires some pilotage to escape. These are all dangerous 
craft to fall in with, especially the last; for if people 
choose to leave the comfort of their homes for the ennut 
of a sea-side town, it is evident that every plan must be 
resorted to for killing the time as quickly as possible, 
which they have so long anticipated. The young people 
get thrown together ; they gamble for crockery inkstands, 
bouquets de la Reine, and German silver butter-knives, at 
the library sweepstakes, receiving a certain half-crown's 
worth of value for the six shillings which fill the raffle ; 
they contemplate the ocean, and its adopted children, the 
bathers, on the sands ; they walk together on the pier to 
see the steamers arrive and depart, or join parties of plea- 
sure to every place not worth seeing in the neighbour- 
hood; and, finally, whilst strolling together one fine 
evening upon the cli£&, they are overcome by the influence 
of the moon, from time immemorial the patroness of 
lunatics, and propose. This is no rare history : we should 
like to call tiie attention of the Statistical Society to a 
return of the number of matches which have sprung from 
tiie casual intimacy of a sea-side boarding-house. 

Possibly a leading reason which inclines us to the de- 
termination of dying an old bachelor is, that there is little 
doubt of marriage gradually becoming an acknowledged 
mercantile transaction. We think, before long, the state 
of the hymeneal markets will be chronicled in the news- 
papers, in common with the other commercial affairs of 
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the day, which onr ('nation of shopkeepers" feel such 
delist in perusing. The chief marts will.be the ball- 
rooms and public resorts of the metropolis, together with 
the fashionable provincial towns. We shall read that at 
the Horticultural F^ the demand for yom^ ladies was 
brisk, and that dark eyes and chesnut hair went off at 
good prices; that at Ascot Races little business ivas 

transacted, but that, upon adjourning to Lady F ^'s 

soiree (a sort of Tortoni's wherefU; to carry on business 
after the great Bourse had closed), the exchange of hearts 
rose higher than it had been all day. Assurance societies 
will be established against the chance of dying a spinster, 
with the most approved match-making chaperons far 
directors, and a capital of twenty-thousand bachelors ; and 
possibly a price-current will be published of most of the 
young men about town. 

But we think we have said enough. We could produce 
more arguments in &vour of oxur opinions, but we are 
fearM of irritating the young ladies, and upon our next 
entrance into' society encountering the same fate firom 
their hands which Orpheus met with from the Thracian 
women. One word more, and we have finished. We 
are never too old to repent, and possibly we might some 
day see reasons to change our sentiments ; for we should 
not like to be thought obstinately self-^opinionated. And 
if there is any pretty Beatrice who might like to try the 
experiment of converting us to matrimony, we are not 
above conviction, and we give her leave to make the 
attempt. 
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